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PREFATORY VERSES. 


poet’s Htng&om. 

Joy to the Poet’s deathless strain ! 

Joy to the Poet’s heart ! 

The vanished past is his again, 
And never can depart. 

The treasures of the golden age, 
Are open to his sight; 

And spirits from the classic page 
Awake to life and light. 
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PREFATORY 


The skies are bright to other eyes, 

The forest depths are green ; 

But he hath mightier memories 
To haunt each glorious scene. 

For him once more the Lybian flute 
Swells softly from the shade ; 

For him the wood-nymph’s glancing foot 
Fleets through the laurelled glade. 

No Dryad’s song is mute for him, 

And many a startled fawn, 

Seen peering through the foliage dim, 
Treads o’er the classic lawn. 

The Naiads sport amid the stream, 

The Nereids by the shore; 

The fairies in the moonlight gleam 
Are beauteous as of yore. 


And echo, from her rocky lair, 
Awakes her loveliest song ; 

And he may dream what features fair 
To that sweet voice belong. 

The Satyr’s dance is wove at eve, 
Where yonder beeches wave : 

And tones to make a seraph grieve, 
Float from the Syren’s cave. 
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The moon is forth — and in her light 
The young Endymion sleepeth ; 

Beneath the pine bough’s darkest night 
Her love its vigil keepeth. 

Her kiss is on his marble brow, 

The brow, that cold for years, 

Shall rise in starry glory now 
To yon immortal spheres. ’ 

And wilder scenes his eyes may view,— 
The gay Bacchantic dance, 

The plains, where o’er the morning dew, 
The Centaur troops advance ; 

To raise the storm on ocean’s breast, 
Are loosed the Borean slaves, 

And throned on every foaming crest 
The Tritons stem the waves. 

He sees the fount where Helen gazed 
On beauty half divine ; 

He sees the vestal arms upraised 
To great Diana’s shrine. 

He hears a voice from Scio’s isle, 

A song from Ilion’s plain; 

And on Olympus frown and smile 
The gods of Greece again. 
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PREFATORY 


There comes a change — and later days 
Their shadows o’er him cast ; 

And visions to his spirit raise 
Heroic ages past. 

He bringeth from oblivion’s tomb 
Those forms of God-like mould, — 
With red-cross flag, and waving plume, 
They come — the Knights of old ! 

They come, they come ! the hero-band 
Of Europe’s kingliest blood, — 
They come, o’er many a desert sand, 
O’er many a raging flood. 

They come, where in the sacred glen 
The Moslem troops combine, — 
The Crescent and the Saracen ! 

The Cross for Palestine ! 

The helm and buckler gleaming bright, 
The chargers fleet and free, 

The warrior frames attest the might 
Of ancient chivalry. 

Those stately forms are ours no more, 
Those lion eyes are dim ; 

The Poet wakes his minstrel lore, — 

♦ * 

They live again for him. 




VERSES 


They live for him — and in his lays , 

We greet each lofty name ; 

Ah ! who would cloud the minstrel’s praise 
Or dim the minstrel’s fame ! 

. Oh, never from our worldly track 
Be his sweet spirit fled ! 

The only light that gives us back 
The glories of the dead. 

* 

On yonder grey and time-worn height 
The feudal towers arise ! 

Where nought but ruin met our sight 
The chieftain’s banner flies. 

Where lonely sang the forest bird, 

Where lonely slept the deer, 

The warder’s bugle horn is heard, 

The hunter’s waking cheer. 

And, oh ! what forms of lovelier light 

He bringeth to our view ! 

The eyes, like Eastern jewels bright, 

The lips of rosy dew ; 

The ermined robe, the stately head, 

The pride, of beauty born, 

• * 

Which many a knight to combat led, 

And paid them — with its scorn.’ 
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PREFATORY 


And gentler forms, with soft blue eyes, 
And sunny, waving hair, 

Who careless of high destinies 
Were angel -like as fair. 

Who trembled at the toumied ring, 

The trumpet’s lordly blast ; 

And to their warrior’s love would cling 
All faithful to the last. 

To people thus each haunted wood, 
Each long deserted mountain, 

To hear in every murmuring flood 
The Naiad of the fountain, — 

To see the hills with glory bright. 

The plains with beauty fair, 

To trace the goddess in the night. 

The music in the air, — 

Say ! is not this a realm more sweet 
Than aught that monarchs sway, — 
Is not the life we fain would meet, 

The Poet’s golden day ! 

Is not his sceptre mightier far, 

His rule more free and wide 
Than all the power and emblems are, 
A Prince’s throne beside ! 

1 




VERSES. 


He calleth from the graves of time 
His giant subjects forth, — 

The forms, who in her glorious prime, 
Like heroes walked the earth. 

Obedient to his spells, they rise, 

They lead their armies vast ; 

And robed in more than mortal dyes, 
The Poet rules the past. 

» 

To him be honour ! — kings may scorn, 
And sycophants may chide ; 

But ever let his wreath be worn, 

Our glory and our pride ! 

A thousand names unsung may fall, 

A thousand kings depart; 

But honour to the Poet’s thrall, 

Fame to the Poet’s art ! 
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Stic 23rfoe of Iftfmnstem. 

Loud rings the song through Rheinstein’s halls, 
The flute’s soft swell, the harp tone’s pride ; 

But weeping from the festive walls 

Comes slowly forth the mourning Bride. 

Tearful she lifts her timid eye 

Where Reichenstein's proud banners wave ; 

The hope she sought, she now must fly, 

And bury love in sorrow’s grave. 

And from his fort, in hopeless pain, 

The Ritter Kuno looks below ; 

Within his breast a conflict vain 

Of wildest hate, and love, and woe. 

In vain they sought him out, to chide 

From his torn heart the much-loved maid ; 

He mourneth not the Heiress Bride, 

But her, whom falsehood hath betrayed. 
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12 .THE BRIDE OF RHEINSTEIN. 


Pale sits she on the milk-white steed, 

Her Kuno’s gift, for ever dear ; 

Ah ! no one in this hour of need, 

The maiden’s sad lament may hear. 

The joyous harp-tones blithe are calling, 

The mountain echoes to their song, » * 

And none may see the tear-drops falling 
Her white veil’s graceful folds among. 

i ’ • 

... 1 *, 

Her grey haired sire in fight may falter, 

But stern, and covetous, and hard, 

He leads her to the bridal altar 

With savage joy and lynx-eyed guard. 

In noble Kuno’s place of right, 

The traitor Kurt rides forth before ; 

Where soon shall glimmer fair and white 

St. Clement’s church and bough-wreathed door. 

And hark ! the merry bridal bell 

Bings cheerly through the crowded vale; 

No saviour spurs from yonder dell, — 

The rescue and the hope must fail ! 

Twice in the boldest, hardiest strife, 

Kuno his Gerda’s side had sought; 

And scarcely liberty and life 

Back from the fatal conflict brought. 
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THE BRIDE OF RHEINSTEIN. , 


Now, now is hope for ever fled, 

Now is the warrior’s true heart breaking ; 

All, all within his soul is dead, 

Save one wild pang too deep for speaking. 

To-day — he gazes from his gate 
' In silent grief o’er vale and river ; 

To-morrow — and the cloistered grate 
Shall close upon his steps for ever ! • 

r ♦ 

* 

'He gazes down the distant plain, 

O’er winding road and chapel shade ; 

And sees amid the knightly train, 

The Bride in glittering robes arrayed. 

His breath grows faint, his heart scarce beating, 
Now stops the train at yonder door, — 

Ah ! sudden from the minstrel’s greeting, 

Springs Gerda’s milk-white steed before ! 

He foams — his guiding rein far flinging, 

He rushes on in strength and might ; 

While Gerda to her selle is clinging 
In mingled terror and delight. 

As maddened by some fiery goad, 

The kingly creature proudly flies ; 

Onward he bears his precious load, 

Where the bright Rhine in glory lies. 
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THE BRIDE OF RHEINSTEIN. 


Now spurring on with eager haste 

The Lord of Rheinstein follows on ; 

Then Kurt, his war cry shouting, past, — 

But ah ! the day was better won ! 

The Bride, her long veil floating fair, 

Cheers on the willing steed — he flies 

Far from the hated shrine, to where 
His own beloved towers arise. 

And Kurt, with frantic passion burning, 
Urges his charger from the line ; 

He presses on the narrow turning, 

And sinks beneath the rolling Rhine. 

Sir Kuno’s drawbridge quickly falls, 

His castle gates are opened wide; 

And safe within his honoured halls, 

The knight receives his cherished Bride ! 1 
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X&ty JDMnstrel’s i3ttrial. 

The death bells deep are tolling 
The streets of Mainz along, 

And mournful through the cloisters 
Ascends the burial song. 

A train of high born ladies 
Behold at yonder gate ! — 

With sable vestments flowing 
The noble mourners wait. 

Before the tall black banners 
The holy tapers beam ; 

And eyes of seraph softness 

Through tears of anguish gleam. 

Sad o’er the flower-strewn coffin, 

They cast their garlands fair ; 

The plume crowned bier, which slowly, 
Eight lovely ladies bear. 

They bear it on with music 
And weeping to the shrine, 

And from the golden censers 
They pour the sacred wine. 
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THE MINSTREL’S BURIAL. 


They twine the rose and myrtle 
Above the marble bed, 

And wreathe the graceful vine leaf 
In honour of the dead. 

“ Why mourn ye, noble ladies, 

Why are those sweet eyes dim ? 

Is it a crowned monarch, 

For whom ye raise the hymn ? ” 

“ We mourn no fallen monarch ; 

Our weeping eyes look down, 
Where lies a brow encircled 
But with a laurel crown." 

“Ye mourn then for some brave one 
Of old and knightly blood ; 

Who bold in warrior combat 

An hundred spears withstood?” 

“We mourn not for the warrior 
Who helm and buckler wore; 

For nothing a golden harp 

Our loved one’s white hand bore. 

» “Yet with his golden harpstrings 
Full many a fight he won ; 

And far his fame and glory 

Through every land have gone. 
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THE MINSTREL’S BURIAL. * 17 


“ We mourn, then, for the Minstrel, 
With tearful eyes and dim; 

To us his song was given, — 

We give our hearts to him ! 

“ And hushed is now for ever 

The voice that sung our fame ; 

But honoured and for ages 

Shall live our Minstrel’s name.” 2 

They lay their precious burden 
Low in his darkling grave ; 

And fast their pearly tear-drops 
The poet’s ashes lave. 

And one, a pale young maiden, 

Looks silently afar; 

She, in whose eyes the dead hath been, 
A bright and worshipped star. 

She weeps not, and she mourns not — 
No sounds her cold lips stir; 

But ere to-morrow’s sun is set, 

They ’ll deck the grave for her ! 
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QHjt Emperor W. at 

l^ammmtrfn. 

High on his castle turret 

Sits Wolf of Hammerstein,* 

As an Eagle in his eyrie 

In the quiet evening-shine. 

As a Lion of the forest 
Sits lonely in his den ; 

Who never through the vallies 
May seek his prey again. 
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AT HAMMERSTEIN. 


Once true and stout in combat, 
Pride of the German realm ; 

He met his knightly foemen 
With open brow and helm. 

He passed with Kaiser Henry 
Faithful from land to land; 

Now victor and avenger, 

Now exiled, lone, and banned. 

Oft thinks he still with horror 
On that dread winter day, 

When Henry in Canossa 
In shame and sorrow lay. 

Oft thinks the ancient hero, 

With all his youth’s warm glow, 
How they together vanquished 
The fierce and fiery foe. 

And then a softer vision 

Fleets through that bosom wild, 
The Kaiser’s highborn mistress, 

So fair, so true, and mild. 

He recalls the bitter anguish 
The fatal tidings gave, 

When she lay cold and lifeless 
Low in the silent grave. 
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Thus musing how the Kaiser 

Fought time, and world, and fate; • 

The chieftain in his fortress 
Sits sad in veteran state. 

White are the locks of manhood, 

And weak the mighty hand ; 

And mournfully he gazeth 
Far over stream and land. 

But, oh ! in vain around him 
His longing glance is cast; 

No eaglet plumes his pinions, 

Like him, to breast the blast ; 

And no young Lion rovgth 
The opposing foe to meet, 

And lay the prize of valour 
Low at a father’s feet. 

Woe to thy heart — old warrior! 

That only maids are thine — 

The fairest sister roses, 

That bloom beside the Rhine. 

He turns his eyes in anger 
Upon each lovely child; 

And chides their gentle labours, 

In accents stern and wild. 
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AT HAMMERSTEIN. 21 


“ Throw down, throw down the distaff, 

* The spindle from thy hand ! 

Spinn’st thou thy bridal garment — 
When is the spousal planned ? ” 

“ I spin for thee, my father, 

A mantle rich and wide ; 

So long as thou wilt love me, 

I go not forth a Bride.” 

“ And thou — for ever weaving, 

Weav’st thou thy father’s shroud ? ” 
“ I weave for thee, my father, 

A broidered vestment proud. 

Oh, speak no more so strangely ! 

I cannot choose but weep ! 

Thou shalt not leave thy children — 

The grave is cold and deep.” 

“ Oh, were ye sons, how joyful 
Would be my warrior rest ! 

To know brave hearts were burning 
In each young manly breast! 

With me must fall for ever 
The glory of my place ; 

Oh, woe ! my course is ended, 

« 4 

The last of all my race ! ” 
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THE EMPEROR HENRY IV 


He said, and from the ramparts 
Looked down with fiery eye ; 

Deep in his soul’s dark passions, 

He cursed his destiny. 

Soon sinks the night around them, 
And wraps the distant vale ; 

And foaming to the tempest 

The Rhine’s wild waters wail. 

Hark ! at our guarded portal 

What stranger knocks so late ? ” 

Sir knight ! in mercy open, 

My fierce pursuers wait.” 

In the old baronial chamber 
Two pilgrims enter free; 

One at the door remained), 

The other — who is he ? 

With a fearful sigh he droopeth 
His head upon his breast ; 

And the fair young sisters tremble 
Before their stranger guest. 

He raised his head — the maidens 
A noble brow could see ; 

But the ancient knight sprang forward, 
And bent him on his knee. 



AT HAMMERSTE1N 


He cried — “ My Lord and Kaiser, 
Whence com’st thou in the storm 
I see no purple mantle 

Around thy princely form. 

I see no diadem wreathing 

That dear and precious brow, — 
What hand hath robbed my monarch, 
And wrought this deed of woe?” 

“ Ah! true and gallant comrade, 

My foeman laid me lone, 

In a dark and midnight dungeon 
Where never sunbeam shone. 

He robbed me of the purple, 

He hurled me from the throne ; 
And — would’st thou learn his title ? 
The robber — is my son ! ” 

Before his pallid visage 

His hands he wildly pressed ; 

And Wolf arose in silence. 

With pained and troubled breast. 
He felt around him stealing 
A daughter’s tender arm ; 

And, each rough hand caressing, 

A tear-drop soft and warm. 



24 ‘THE EMPEROR HENRY XV. 

* f 

“ Rejoice ! ” said Kaiser Henry, 

In gentle tones and low ; 

“ Thou on true hearts and bosoms 
May rest thy weary brow. 

No son seeks thy dominion, 

With wild impatience fired; 

Or claims thy lawful honours, 

* By pain and right acquired. 

“ But hear ! with speed my heralds 
Send forth beside the Rhine ; 

For Cologne remaineth faithful 
To its old imperial line. 

With to-morrow’s first-born sunbeams 
My boats shall crest the wave, 

And I don mine ancient armour 
For the combat or the grave.” 

He sank, all faint and weary 
On the long deserted bed ; 

And a soft and tranquil slumber 
Fell round his time-worn head. 

And Wolf his gentle daughters 
Pressed fondly to his breast ; 

Ere he kept his knightly vigil 
O’er the royal sleeper’s rest. 
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* 

* • 

®f)£ 23rotf)ers of Hfcbenstem. 

Calmly on the mountain sleeping 
Lies the castle, veiled in night ; 

While, the vale with bloodshed steeping, 
Swords like lightning glimmer bright. 

Are they brothers, those who waging 
Deadly combat, fiercely stand ! 

What may cause a brother’s raging, 

What may arm a brother’s hand ? 

Lady Laura’s eyes of splendour 
Won to strife a brother's blade ; 

Each with ardent vows and tender, 

Wooed the fair and noble maid. 

But around her young heart winding, 
Which might call the maiden bride ?— 

Vain they urge, no answer finding: 
Sword and spear, ye must decide ! 
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Stroke for stroke is madly given, 

Flashes wild the angry steel — 

Warriors, pause ! the midnight heaven 
Fearful horrors must conceal. 

Woe to thee ! oh, bloody brother ! 

Woe to thee ? oh, bloody vale ! 

Each must fall before the other, 

Perish both, and both prevail. 

Many a hundred years have wove them 
Garlands for their grassy tomb ; 

From the mouldering heights above them, 
Lonely gaze the towers of gloom. 

Yet within the haunted bower, 

Wandering strange and secret there; 

At the midnight’s wondrous hour, 

Combat still the brother pair 1 
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(Si'sela- 

From Rudesheim to Bingen 

The Rhine flows broad and strong ; 
From shore to shore resounding 
I hear a mournful song ; 

And there an angel vision 
Gleams, shadow-like, afar; 

The fairest maid in all the realm, 

The lovely Gisela. 
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GISELA. 


The Moslem and the Pagan 
Her father captive led ; 

They bound him when in slumber — 
He bowed his warrior head. 


And in unholy durance 

For many a year he lay ; 

# , 

By serpents and by snakes beset 
Till strength was worn away. 


The daughter loved and mourned him, 
She raised her snow-white hand ; 

“ Oh, heaven ! restore my father 

To child, and home, and land ! ” 


She sat — her fair hands clasping, 

Her blue eyes heavenward turned ; — 
The hounds sprang up beside her, 

The pilgrim knight returned ! 


And as with weary footsteps 
He entered at the gate ; — 

“ Thou, in the silent cloisters, 

Shalt God’s own servant wait. 
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“ A convent will I dower 

To him who set me free ; 

And there, oh pure young maiden ! 
Thy prayers shall rise for me.” 

She heard. — “ So young to hide me 
Within that burial shrine — 

Oh, better far to trust thy waves, 
Thou deep and rapid Rhine ! ” 

« 

The waters rushed and wound them 
Around their lovely prey ; 

At morning by the Mouse tower 
The lifeless maiden lay. 

The father viewed his victim 
With heavy heart and sore; 

Ah ! jnany a cloister may he build, 
But ne’er be happy more ! 
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(Kt'stlla. 

The boatman o’er the darkening wave 
Plies swiftly his belated oar ; 

He hears the midnight breezes rave, 

The rolling thunders distant roar. 

The hill, the vale, are black with gloom, 
But, lo ! amid the gathering storm, 

All shadowy from her watery tomb 
Springs fair Gisella’s phantom form ! 

Warning she lifts her snow white hand, 
Her chill robe flutters far and fair ; 

She glideth trembling to the land, 

And wrings her locks of golden hair. 

The boatman sees the pallid form, 

And to the shore in terror flies ; 

While loudly breaks the maddened storm 
In thunders from the pealing skies. 




MY GODDESS 


ittp (Kotrtiess . 4 

To which bright child of life, 

Shall highest praise be given ? 

I seek no fruitless strife, 

But to one "maid of heaven, 

Ever changing, 

Ever ranging. 

Daughter of immortal Jove, 

Would I give the prize of love. 

Fancy, form of beauty wild, 

Still her sire’s most darling child. 

On her the god, permitting 

All whims none else may dare, 

Rejoicing in each flitting, 

Looks ever mild and fair. 

She may, crowned with summer roses, 
Tread where blooming vallies smile ; 

And where Psyche’s wing uncloses, 

Rule her fairy realm awhile. 
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Proud her lily sceptre bearing 
Stands the queenly wanderer, 

Where the chaliced flowers uprearing 
Offer dews of eve to her. 

Or with raven tresses streaming, 

And a brow of midnight shade ; 

By yon ancient ruin gleaming 

Black with age and tempest made, 

She may join the wild winds vrailing 
Sadly through each tower and tree ; 

And our human fears assailing, 

Many-hued her shape may be. 

Thus the young immortal changeth 
Like the moonbeams soft and pale ; 

Thus her fairy presence rangeth 
Starless gloom and sunny vale. 

Praise, oh praise the lofty being, 

He who ruleth time and tide ; 

He, the Father, who, all seeing, 

Gave to man this beauteous bride ! 

Though such wondrous gifts surround her, 
Still she loveth long and well ; 

Jove to man’s frail heart hath bound her, 
Lovely and unchangeable. 


Digitized by Google 




MY GODDESS. 


Bound her with the bands of heaven, 
And in joy and sorrow true 
Is the spouse the God hath given, 
Ever faithful, ever new. 

Bent beneath a heavy yoke, 

Tasting dim and fleeting joy, 
Writhing to the anguish stroke, 

Men a moment may destroy ; 
Only rich in babes of sorrow, 

Children born in pain to-day, — 
Others pass — perhaps to-morrow 
Shrouds them in the burial clay. 

But for ye to whom the Maiden 
Cometh from her heavenly sire,- 
Ye whose souls her gifts have laden, 
Tune to joy your welcome lyre! 
Lady of your house and heart, 
Cherished as a dear one blindly, 
Let her bear her honoured part — 
Mortals ! treat a goddess kindly 

And remember, she is tender, 

Let no step-dame’s churlish eye, 
Let not Wisdom’s scorn offend her, 
Lest she fleeteth swiftly by. 
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MY GODDESS. 


Yet her sister’s calm dominion 

Hath been known and loved by me 
Swift before her gentle pinion 
Care will turn and sorrow flee. 
Thou, each feeble joy endearing, 

Thou, to fame and honour cheering, — 
Till the light of life hath faded, 

Till the grave this brow hath shaded,— 
Till all else hath vanished, never, 

Hope ! from mine thy soul dissever ! 



MAY SONG. 
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ittnp sbong. 

How nobly beameth 
The Spring again ! 

How soft the sunbeams, 
How fair the plain ! 

She bringeth blossoms 
To every tree ; 

And thousand voices 
Of melody. 

And joy and wonder 
To every breast ; 

Oh, Earth ! oh, Sunshine! 
Oh, peace and rest ! 

Oh, Love, thou bright one ! 

As golden fair, 

As on yon mountain 
The morning air. 
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Thou blessest fondly 
The fields of mirth ; 

With flowers of beauty 
Thou deck’st the earth. 

Oh, Maiden ! Maiden ! 

How I love thee ! 

How sweet thy glances ; 

How lov’st thou me ? 

As love the bright birds 
Their song, their spray; 

And morning blossoms 
The light of day. 

And I — I love thee 
With earnest truth, 

As thou lov’st gladness, 

And joy, and youth ; 

Soft strains of music, 

And dance wreathed hill ; — 
Oh, be thou joyous, 

But love me still ! 
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• 

“ Up, up ! despite of toil and fear, 

Up, up ! my matchless steed, away ! 

Where yonder trees are waving clear, 

The shadows o’er her castle play. 

I’ll bathe thy limbs in sparkling wine, 

A golden comb shall dress thy mane ; 

And nought but bread and viands fine 
Shall spread thy dainty board again. 

1 

“ Oh, tremble not, mine own true steed, 

Thou, who hast borne me oft, arise ! 

Thou, who hast seen the warrior bleed, 

And heard the victor’s deafening cries. 

Thus only I my love may win, 

So spake her haughty sire — and, lo ! 

This heart hath vowed my love to win, 

Or perish in the gulf below.’’ 

* The Knight of Lorch obtained the hand of the young heiress 
of Fiirsteneck, by spurring his horse up a precipitous path on the 
mountain, — a condition imposed by her father, to which several 
l German nobles had already fallen victims. 
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Tlius spurred the gallant rider on 

O’er shivering cliffs, o’er dead strewn ways ; 

The noble charger pressed upon 

The steeps down which he dared not gaze. 

He hears the Wisper’s thundered roar 

Blend with the Rhine’s deep voice behind ; 

He hears the wild storm on before, 

And like an eagle breasts the wind. 

Onward he speeds his rapid flight, 

His sable mantle, like a pall, 

Floats swiftly on from height to height, 

And casts its shade o’er crag and wall. 

But, see ! like lights from yonder star, 

Tw'o human stars soon glimmer fair; 

And in the distance, gleaming far, 

He sees bright locks of golden hair. 

1 

And hark ! the strains of choral song 

Like notes from heaven of angel’s breath ! 

As from her watch-tower glides along, 

His loved one, with her hero’s wreath. 

The vanquished father greets him well ; 

“ The maiden’s welcome, knight, is mine ! 

The brave the universe may quell, 

The deed is done, the Bride be thine ! u 
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I know not why thy ’witching rhyme 
Should grieve my heart so sore ; 

A story of the olden time 

Could pain its depths no more. 

The air is cool, the shadows fall, 

And silent flows the Rhine ; 

The mountain summits glitter all 
Bright in the evening shine. 

And, lo ! upon yon magic height 
A maiden wondrous fair ; 

With gold and jewels sparkling bright. 
She braids her golden hair. 

She braids it with her golden comb, 
And sings a strain on high ; 

And mightier than a song from home 
Is that wild melody. 

The fisher in his lonely boat, 

Hath paused to hear and weep ; 

Unheeding where his skiff may float, 
He gazes up the steep. 
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The eddies whirl ; the dark waves close, 
The river flows along, — 

But ah ! no more the fisher rose 

» * 


To list the Loreley’s song ! 



* * 
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The ghost of the Emperor is supposed to wander annually along 
the moonbeams on the river, to bless the vines he first planted by 
the Rhine. 


Upon the Rhine’s green borders 
The night is mild and fair ; 

The vine-wreathed hiUs lie sleeping 
In golden moonlight there. 

And wandering o’er the mountains 
Behold a kingly shade! 

With sword and regal diadem, 

And purple robes arrayed. 


The ghost of Karl the Kaiser ! 

Who, with a mighty hand, 
Full many an hundred years ago 
O’erruled the German land. 
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He hath left his royal grave-bed 
In Aachen’s holy shrine, 

To breathe the grape’s rich fragrance, 
And bless his cherished vine. 

By Rudesheim the moonbeams 
Bright o’er the waters shine ; 

And build a bridge of golden light 
Across the deep green Rhine. 

The Kaiser slowly passes 
Along the fairy gleam ; 

He stops to bless the vineyards, 

He stops to bless the stream. 

Then turns him back to Aachen, 

And sleepeth in his tomb ; 

Until another fruitful year 

Awakes the grape to bloom. 

And we — oh, fill the goblet, 

And drain the juice divine ! 

Drink to our German hero-hearts, 
Drink to our German Rhine! 
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tEfje Hums of f^efodberg. 

As tranquil falls the dusky veil of night, 

Slow from the groves the dying echoes fade ; 

Sound hath departed with the sunny light, 

And Silence watcheth with her sister Sh^de. 

Repose is in the clear and cloudless sky, — 
Repose is sinking o'er the quiet lea ; 

The latest peasant form hath passed me by, 

Eager to hear his children’s welcome glee. 

And I — I linger on the wood-crowned height, 
Among the ruins of the vanished Past ; 

And round me is a spell of awful might, 

Breathed in the stillness of the lonely waste. 

Mourning, I think what many years ago 

These now decayed and frail memorials were, 

When, reared upon the mountain’s rocky brow, 
The bold majestic Castle mocked the air. 
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Here, where around the pillar’s darkened pride, 
The Ivy, stirred by moaning breezes, twines; 
And where the setting sun at eventide 

Steals dimly through the long deserted shrines. 



Perhaps to fair Germania’s noblest son 

The veteran father gave his sword and shield ; 
And bade him lead his country’s vassals on, 
Parting with ardour for the battle field. 


“ Go forth in might ” — the gray haired warrior cried, 
“ Go forth — be worthy of thy father’s name ! 
Return no more to this my place of pride, — 

Or come ennobled with the Victor’s fame ! ” 


Quick fires are sparkling in the Soldier’s eye, 

Bright glows his cheek with valour’s burning flush ; 
As o’er the Rose of Egypt’s crimson dye, 

The deepening beams of early morning rush. 

Now onward rides the young knight’s warlike form, 
Dauntless as England’s Lion-hearted king ; 

While like a forest to the rushing storm, 

The foemen bend before his faulchion’s ring. 
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How changed the scene! — soft as the river’s wave 
That wanders on through fields of flowery rest; 

He comes — the father’s tear bedews his glaive, 

The Maiden clasps him to her stainless breast ! 

Ah ! long and wearily that Maiden gazed 
From the tall turret o’er the sunny plain ; 

Ere she beheld the conqueror’s banner raised, 

Or saw the glitter of his arms again. 

Now mute she stands, with softly varying cheek, 

His mailed hand clasping silently in hers ; 

But, oh ! the language that those sweet eyes speak 
Is more than aught in Petrarch’s song that stirs ! 

f 

For many an hour the red wine mantled bright, 
There where the wild entwining creepers spread ; 

Till, one by one, the silver stars of night 

Grew pale and paler, as the darkness fled. 

Then rose the song ot storied victories, 

Nobly achieved beneath a Syrian sun ; 

Until before each veteran hero’s eyes 

Returned his deeds in youthful prowess done. 
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Now, all is past — horror and night surround, 

The ruined scene of pride and pomp gone by ; 

And where the brave ones sat, with laurel crowned, 
The passing wind is whispering mournfully. 

The thistles wave upon the lonely mound, 

Where the young boy first prayed for sword and 
spear ; 

No more the trumpet makes the wall resound, 

Or the fierce war-steed shakes the pavement here. 

And mouldering ashes are those mighty ones, 

Deep, deep they lie within the earth’s dark breast ; 

And now these cold and sinking funeral stones 

Scarce serve to tell the stranger where they rest. 

And as the clouds are swept before the breeze, 

Their memory hath sunk beneath the tomb ; 

While floating o’er the warriors’ victories, 
Forgetfulness hath cast her veil of gloom. 

Here sleeps the noblest of the noble brave, 

And here, perhaps, some fair and fragile form, 

Fled to the quiet of the peaceful grave, 

As summer leaves from autumn’s gathering storm. 
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He who at eve receives the glad embrace, 

The morning sun may never rise on more ; 
Glory, and love, and friendship leave no trace, 
When once their little day of life is o’er. 

All are in vain — beneath that crumbling ground, 
The clay lies cold upon each icy breast ; 

On his, whose brow the wreath of nations bound, 
And his, who sunk unhonoured to his rest. 
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Fill, fill the cup with royal wine 
From vineyards of our Father Rhine ! 
And come there weal, or come there woe, 
While in the glass I see it glow, 

And drink from that inspiring flood, 

High beats my heart with German blood. 


With pious memory dream 1 then, 

Of he who led that race of men, 

Whose names a thousand legends tell, 
Whose spirits round us ever dwell ; 

Who ruled his princely world, the Rhine, 
And cherished first this glorious wine ! 
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His mighty castles sank away 
To mightier time an easy prey ; 

But, oh ^ his name shall linger long 
In German hearts, in German song % 
While records of his love and ours, 
Bloom in our thousand vintage bowers. 

Then ever be his honoured shrine, 
Where mantling flows the noble wine ! 
Long, long in German hearts the blood 
Shall warm beneath its golden flood ; 
And German lips shall bless the vine 
A Kaiser planted by the Rhine ! * 
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From Spain came woeful tidings 
How the mail-clad hero fell; 
Ilow the brave Roland lay lifeless 
In the vale of Roncevalle. 

Then o’er her fair young forehead 
The Maiden drew the veil ; 

And vowed her heart to Heaven, 
With trembling lip and pale. 
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But soon another story 

Rang o’er the Rhenish plain, — 

No sword could harm the soldier 
Reserved for deeper pain. 

For Love a keener dagger 
Had buried in his heart, 

When Hildegund, the fairest, 

To God had pledged her part. 

On the tall, lonely mountain 
He built his hermit cell ; 

And gazed where round the cloisters, 
The Rhine’s broad billow’s swell. 

And when from the green island 
The vesper hymn ascended, 

He listened for her accents 
With sister voices blended. 

• 

As the bee seeks the blossom 
He sought the cherished pain, 

Until his true heart yielded 
To death’s resistless chain. 
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®i)e Btnglp €f)ah at 3ftf)ense. 

" Ah ! what to me are pomp and pride, 

And all their royal trouble ! — * 

Far happier, by this sunny tide, 

I see the bright wine bubble.” 

So said the Kaiser Wenzel then, 

And drained the goblet off again, 

By the Kingly chair at Rhense. 

Then said Prince Rupert of the place, 

“ You speak, my Lord and Kaiser ! 

As though no vintage could disgrace 
That ruby Assmanshauser, 

And yet, in sooth, these lips can tell 
That Bacharach wines would taste as well 
By the Kingly chair at Rhense.” 

The Kaiser Wenzel called by name 
The barons of the Rhine ; 

And from the Bacharach vaults there came 
A cask of lordly wine. 

And there he sat from early morn, 

And tasted every goblet drawn, 

By the Kingly chair at Rhense. 
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The Kaiser spoke : “ the wine tastes well, 
Without a doubt I think it. 

To him who of its juice will sell — 
Enough for me to drink it, 

I’ll give my crown, with many a thank ! ” 
He said aloud, and drank and drank, 

By the Kingly chair at Rhense. 

“ Agreed ! the bargain is mine own,” 

Said Rupert, straight made wiser; 

“ This brow shall wear your kingly crown, 
And I will reign your Kaiser. 

Four loads, methinks, will be enough 
For you to drink of vintage stuff 
By the Kingly chair at Rhense.” 

“ The sceptre, ermine, and the crown, 

All gauds, a King adorning, 

Bring only care and discord down ; 

Then think upon my warning. 

And say — ‘ good wine a crown is worth, 
This truth a Kaiser showed the earth 
By the Kingly chair at Rhense ! ’” 6 




54 


ROLAND, 


) 

Sftolanfc, 

THE TRUE PALADIN. 

From his tower looks down the Hitter 
Sadly to the holy glade ; 

Where beneath the cloistered shade, 
Safe from .storm and tempest lying, 
She he loves is slowly dying. 

Ritter Roland, gallant rider ! 

Mount thy swiftest steed to day, — 

See thy falcons speed away ! 

Never from the heron’s track 
Bolder falcons lured I back. 

“ Ride alone to-day, my huntsman ! 
Never more thy chieftains sight 
Watches for the falcon’s flight ; 

From the forest’s oaken tree, 
Huntsman, bring a bough to me!” 

Ritter Roland, gay carouser! 

Wilt thou not one goblet drain, 
Maiden’s honour to maintain ? 
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Fill the brimming beaker high, 
Drink but once — for times gone by 

* Drink alone to-day, my comrade ! 

I have loved and honoured only, 
One who sleepeth low and lonely ; 
Fill the goblet — it is thine, 

Ne’er for me shall foam the wine.’’ 

* 

Ritter Roland, brave in combat! 
Shall I not the armour bring, 

Prize bestowed in tournied ring ? 
Wilt thou not the chain of gold, 
Gift a Kaiser gave, behold ? 

‘ Bring no armour, gentle foot-page ! 
Take the golden chain away, — 
Only, in the burial clay, 

Lay the sword in battle tried, 

And the buckler by my side.” 

Ritter Roland, music lover ! 

Wilt thou hear my harp’s soft lays 
I have songs of olden days, 

Tales of many a Moorish fight 
Turned to thee — oh, warrior Knigh 
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“ Hear, oh hear, my faithful minstrel ! • 

Hear the grave song, slow ascending, 

Hear the solemn death bell blending ; 

Minstrel ! wake thy warrior lay, — 

Sing — thy chieftain dies to day.” 

And he slept — the true knight Roland ! 
Tranquil in the evening glow ; 

And around the marble bro#, 

Oaken wreaths the minstrbl twined, 

Emblems of a faithful mind. 
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Far in Franconia’s forests 

A wood lay wild and deep ; 

A stream beneath its shadow 

Wound darkly round the steep : 
And on the river’s bosom, 

An island stood alone ; 

And high upon its summit 

Was reared a Cross of stone. 

And when the waves to torrents 
The floods of winter spread, 

And loud their hundred voices 
O’er hill and valley sped ; 
Around in ruined fragments 
The fisher’s hut was cast, — 
While high above the waters 

The Cross withstood the blast. 
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The Master, he who reared it, 

With all an artist’s hand, 

Far o’er the seas had wandered 
To Frankish pagan land, 

And in the night had raised it 
Bright in the barbarous wild ; 
And fair the sacred symbol 
A light in darkness smiled. 

The homeless fisher bowed him 
Before the stranger’s hand ; 

“ Teach me to build a dwelling. 

That like yon Cross may stand ; ” 
Now stone on stone ascended, 

And raging swelled the flood ; 
But firm above the waters 
The hut in safety stood. 

Then came they to the island. 

The pilgrims through the wild ; 
And to the Cross were gathered 
The father and the child. 

They knelt before the emblem, 

And where the cottage stood, 

A city reared her dwellings, 

And Kreuznach ruled the flood . 7 
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©fje ILortJ of &ltenafjr. 

Where high in mountain glory 
The rocks o’erlook the Ahr ; 

There stand, all grey and hoary, 
The towers of Altenahr. 

Their circling turrets crown them 
As with a kingly band ; 

And proud, like olden monarchs, 
They rear them o’er the land. 

And as, with envy swelling, 

The stream beneath them roars, 

It rolls its darkening waters 
Fierce on the rocky shores ; 

As though it sought to vanquish 
The ruin from its height ; 

While firm each stately bastion 
Resists its noisy might. 
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. But once, in days long vanished, 

A wilder strife there came ; 

When from all sides were banded, 

The Knights of field arfd fame. 

The Bishops and the Princes 
In arms were gathered there ; 

The champion Lord of freedom, 

To conquer in his lair. 

• 

Proud stood the cliffs, like bulwarks, 
And good resistance made ; 

The walls, like battle bucklers, 

In grandeur stood arrayed. 

The foe lay days and midnights, 

And weeks, and months, and years 

His courage well nigh broken, 

His troops oppressed with fears. 

' f 

The Count, one morn at dawning, 

His foot in stirrup flung ; 

And on the highest rampart, 

The Knight and charger sprung. 

Arrayed as for the combat, 

In garb of glittering mail ; 

His war-cry, long unspoken, 

Rung proudly through the vale. 
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His glance, long dim and clouded, 

Like sunshine sparkled free ; 

His banner waved above him, 

The pride of chivalry. 

He gazed beneath the mountain 
Where faint his foemen stood ; 

And loud his knightly accents 
Resounded o’er the flood. 

* 

“ Foeman ! the last survivor. 

Behold upon his steed, — 

The last that in this fortress 
To death hath been decreed ! 

Wife, sons, and bold retainers 
p Have yielded up their breath ; 

And vassalled heads have bowed them 
To hunger, pain, and death. 

“ And have not they departed 
In high and glorious strife, 

And earned for age and ever, 

The Liberty of Life 1 
And I, like them, will perish 
Free as the name I bore ; 

For bondage is dishonour, 

And death for evermore ! ” 
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The soldier paused, and glancing 
But once on heaven’s blue deep, 
Spurred headlong from the ramparts 
His charger down the steep. 

The gallant steed sprung wildly, 
Obedient to the goad ; — 

The stream’s dissevered waters 
O’er horse and rider flowed. 

* . 
The foemen saw and shuddered, 
With toil and terror spent ; — 
Home of the Dead ! — in silence 
Back to their halls they went. 
The castle sank in ruins, 

A ready prey to time ; 

But still two giant turrets 
Attest its former prime. 

And still that olden story 

Descends from race to race ; 
From lip to lip ’tis spoken, 

’Tis heard from place to place. 
Telling the world — to perish 
Like warriors frank and free, 

Is better than in bondage 
A soulless serf to be ! 
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By Bacharach’s bright waters 
There dwelt a sorceress maid ; 

Whose fair and wondrous beauty 
Full many a heart betrayed. 

She brought to shame and sorrow 
All men who dwelt around; 

And from her bands of magic love, 
Was no deliverance found. 

The Bishop sent his summons, 

She stood before the court ; 

And even there her loveliness 
A pardon well-nigh brought. 

The Bishop spake in kindness : 

“ Thou poor young Lorelei f 

What guile hath led thy spirit 
To sin and sorcery ? ” 
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“ Lord Bishop ! let me perish, 

My life is weary grown ; ** 

Since every one I gaze on, 

My wicked arts must own. 

<■ . 

“ Mine eyes they are two witch flames, 
Mine arm a magic sword ; 
Extinguish thou the witch flames, 
And break the magic sword !” 

“ I cannot yet condemn thee, 

And thou — thou need’st not learn, 
That in the flames that scorch thee 
My own poor heart would burn. 

“ I cannot break the dagger, 

Thou lovely Lorelei ! 

For with the stroke that severs it, 

My heart would broken be.” 

“ Lord Bishop ! on my sorrows, 

Break not such bitter jest ! 

Oh, rather pray to heaven 
To give me peace and rest. 
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“ I seek to live no longer ; 

Alas ! I love no more ! 

For the death thy doom could grant me, 
I came this court before. 

“ My hunter love hath left me, 

And from the Rhenish strand, 

Hath turned his faithless footsteps 
Towards the stranger’s land. 

“ These eyes so wild and tender, 

This red lip’s sunny smiles, 

These tones so soft and gentle 
Are all my magic wiles. 

“ And o’er my own sad spirit 

The same strange spell must be ; 
With anguish shall I perish 
When I my image see. 

“ Then let my claim find favour, 

Before the Cross to die ; 

For thus alone ye quell them, 

These arts of sorcery.” 


K 
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He called three knights to guide her 
To yonder cloistered grate : 

“ Go, Lore ! and God restore thee 
From this thy sinful state ! 

“ A nun's calm bosom hiding, 

A mm’s dark robe beneath ; 

On earth thou shalt prepare thee 
To meet a Christian’s death.” 

To the convent now are riding 
The gallant knights all three ; 

And beside them sitteth mournful, 
The lovely Lorelei. 

“ Sir Knights ! oh, let me wander 
But once to yonder steep ; 

And send one gaze at parting 
Upon my lover’s keep. 


“ And let these eyes look downwards 
Deep on the sunny Rhine ! 

Then peaceful in your company, 

I seek yon holy shrine.” 
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The hill its giant summit 
Lifts frowning to the sky ; 

But she climbed the steep cliffs lightly, 
And proudly stood on high. 


The Maiden spoke : “ there goeth 
A bark upon the Rhine ; 

And he who guides the rudder. 

The boatman — shall be mine. 

My heart is wildly beating, 

Beloved ! thou must be mine ! ” 
She leaned one moment over, 

And plunged beneath the Rhine. 
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“ The skies are dark, the wind blows cold, 
Why rid’st thou lonely o’er the wold P v* 
The way is long, thou art alone, 

I fear for thee, thou loveliest one ! ” 

Ah ! deep is man’s deceit and art, 

I bear a pained and broken heart ; 

My bugle horn rings far and free, 

Fly, warrior, fly ! thou know’st not me ! ” 

“ So richly decked is steed and dame, 

So wondrous fair that youthful frame ; 

I know thee now — God succour me ! 

False spirit ! Thou art Loreley.” 

“ Thou know’st me well ! from yonder hill 
The Rhine reflects my castle still ; 

The skies are dark, the wind blows cold, 
No more thou go’st from this wild wold ! ” 
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)c Apparitions of Sbpefer. 

“ Awake r’ rings the cry o’er the ferryman’s sleep ; 

“ Rise, watchman ! awake from thy dream !” 

And above him the winds through the linden boughs 
creep, 

And deep tolls the bell o’er the stream. 

Beside him stands one in a dark flowing veil, 

And the boatman unfurleth his sails to the gale, 

Half waking, half dreaming, half sleeping. 

And as he looks up from the indolent oar, 

His strange midnight freight to discover; 

Dark shadows are gathered his vision before, 

Who seem not to stand, but to hover. 

They rustle no garb, and they speak not a word, 

Like clouds that have risen when mist veils are 
stirred, 

They float o’er the bark on the river. 


Digitized by Google 




70 THE APPARITIONS OF SPEIEK. 


Bewildered he gazes in terror and fright, 

And tremblingly plies to the land ; 

Scarce needed his efforts, so swift in her flight 
Speeds the bark to the opposite strand. 

“ When next we return, we thy wages will yield ; ” 

And like clouds are they scattered in bands from the 
field, 

Where swords in the far distance shine. 

* 

And he guideth the boat o’er the dark waters back, 

To the rest of the night to retire ; 

Where the light of his home looketh forth on his track, 
From the gloom-shrouded ramparts of Speier. 

In the linden tree’s shadow he lingered till light. 

And whether ’twere truth, or a dream of the night, 

He buried it deep in his breast. 

The fourth midnight came, and they hailed him once 
more, 

But they roused him not now from his dream ; 

For sleepless he watched on the desolate shore, 

As deep tolled the bell o’er the stream. 

“ Hail, over ! ” they called from the opposite strand ; 

“ Hail, over ! ” and swiftly the bark from the land, 

In trembling and silence he steered. 
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Once more he encounters that funeral band, 

Once more o’er his vessel they hover ; 

Once more flees the skiff from their magic command, 
So swift to the shore glides it over. 

And the keel grateth now upon Speier’s low strand, 

And each giveth gold in the ferryman’s hand 
As in silence and terror he tarries. 

Bright under their mantles a glitter there shone, 

Of sabre, and armour, and shield ; 

And diadems jewelled with many a stone. 

And ermine, and silk were revealed. 

But around them they gather their mantles again, 

And like clouds that ascend from the mists of the 
plain 

They float round the turretted dome. 

Where the linden tree waves o'er the deep rolling 
stream, 

He standeth in silence and thought ; 

The truth he had witnessed, it was not a dream 
That morning might scatter to naught. 

He held in his fingers the ghost-given gold, 

And a chivalrous picture those forms had unrolled, 

Of the glories of days that were past. 
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And still he beheld them for many a day, 

In his musings calm and clear ; 

For those who had hailed his bark away , 

Were the Franks of a bygone year. 

And when they told of the Leipsic fight. 

And the fatherland freed from the stranger’s might, 
Then the boatman the meaning knew : 

“ Thou loosed’st, oh, Kaiser ! the night of the grave, 
And thy fearful deathly band, 

Three days to fight by the patriot brave, 

For the bleeding fatherland ! 

Rouse thee again then, and render it free 

From sin, dishonour, and tyranny, 

And the watchman’s work is done ! ” 
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« I think of thee, when o’er the blue waves shimmer 

r ^ 

The sun’s bright beams ; 

I think of thee, when soft the moonlight glimmer 
Sleeps on the streams. 

I see thee, when the distant road along 
The dust clouds rise ; 

In the deep night, when the lone paths among, 

The wanderer hies. 

I hear thee, when the hollow sounding floods 
In murmurs swell ; 

I list to hear them through the silent woods, 

The lonely dell. 

And I am with thee — thou who art so far 
Still seemest near ; 

The sun hath set, now comes the new-lit star, — 
Oh, wert thou here ! 
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Know’st thou the land where the lime boughs are 
twining, 

And through the dark leaves the gold orange is shining ; 
Where the wind from a blue sky for ever is breathing, 
And the myrtle and laurel their garlands are wreathing. 
Knovv’st thou it well ? 

For thither, oh, thither 
We two, oh, beloved, must wander together! 

Know’st thou the house ? it stands on pillars fair, 

Bright gleam the halls, the columns glimmer there ; 
The marble statues speaking gaze on me : 

‘ What wrong hath man, poor maiden, wreaked on 
thee?’ 

Know’st thou it well ? 

For thither, oh, thither 

We two, oh, protector ! must wander together. 
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Know’st thou the mountain, with its misty shroud, 
Where the mule seeks his pathway through the cloud ? 
In the deep caves the dragon rears her brood, 

The black rock frowns beneath the foaming flood. 
Know’st thou it well ? 

For thither, oh, thither 
Our path, oh, father ! must we tread together. 


©o tfje Distant <®ne. 

And have I lost thy presence here, 

In truth, oh fairest ! art thou gone ? 

Still lingers in my listening ear, 

Some former word, some former tone. 

And as the wanderer’s glance at morn 
Looks vainly through the rosy air, 

To pierce the bright blue arch of dawn, 
While high the lark is singing there ; 

So vainly turns my eager gaze 

To hill, and field, and forest tree : 

To thee each prayerful song T raise, 

Oh come, beloved one ! back to me ! 
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Affliction. # 

Thank thy God for all thy sorrow, 
Thank him for the bitter pain ; 

Grief to-day is joy to-morrow, „ 

Care shall leave thy heart again. 

In the summer’s sultry breezes 

Fall the grapes in golden showers ; 

And beneath the thorny bramble 

Bloom the sweetest, wildest flowers. 

Lordly gleams the starry splendour 
On the swarthy brow of night ; 

And the rainbow hues are painted 
On the cloud in colours bright. 

Messengers of future gladness, 

Pledges of His love, they stand ; 

Then receive the gifts of sadness 
Thankful from thy Maker’s hand. 
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. parting. 

Let mine eyes, the farewell speaking, 
Tell thee all my lips would say; 

Heavy is the sorrow, breaking 

Manhood from my breast away. 

Mournful in an hour like this, 

Still must be love’s softest band ; 

Cold upon thy lip the kiss, 

Faint the pressure of thy hand. 

Cfnce that young lip, fondly clinging 
To mine own, rejoiced my heart, 

As a violet, fragrance flinging, 

Ere the winds of March depart. 

Now I pluck no garlands wreathing, 
No sweet rose I twine for thee ; 

Spring, beloved, around is breathing 
Only autumn blasts to me ! 
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Ye are blooming, sweetest roses! 
But she gathers you no more ; 

Ah ! ye bloom, and fate discloses 
Only grief my soul before. 

Still I dream, how for thy bosom, 
Angel ! I my treasure brought ; 

’Twas the earliest cherished blossom 
That my garden shade had sought. 

Every fruit, and every flower 
Laid I at thy gentle feet ; 

For from thy young face that hour 
Hope within my glad heart beat. 

Ye are blooming, sweetest roses, 

But she gathers you no more ; 

Ah ! ye bloom, and fate discloses 
Only grief my soul before. 




'©o Huna. 

Sister of the God of day, 

Image fair of mourning grace ! 

Through the showers of silvery spray 
Clouds are gliding o’er thy face. 

And thy white feet tread the earth, 

And the day forsaken vale ; 

Calling my sad spirit forth, 

With the lonely nightingale. 

Searchingly thy glorious eye 
Gazeth o’er the valley wide ; 

Give thy visionary joy, 

Lift me to thy lovely side ! 

Let these eyes, a vigil keeping, 

Through yon lattice window rest ; 

Where in lonely beauty sleeping, 

Heaves my Maiden’s peaceful breast. 
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And the contemplative pleasure 

Far shall soothe each pang away ; 
And to aid my sight I’ll treasure 
Every beaming of the ray. 

In the silvery light arrayed, 

To my gaze shall softly shine 
Clear and clearer yet the maid ; 

As Endymion to thine ! 
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Lip to lip ! and hand to hand ! 

Maiden, dearest ! be thou true ; 
Where yon rocky mountains stand, 

Lies thy lover’s path — adieu ! 

But when reached the distant plain, 
May the heavens his life demand, 
If he seeketh not to gain 

t 

Day and night, thy promised hand ! 

* 

a 

Freely ventured soon is won, 

Half my labour ended now, 

Stars will light me like the sun, — 

Fear the only night below. 

Were I idle at thy side, 

Care would swiftly turn to me ; 

Far across the mountains wide, 

Maiden ! I shall work for thee ! 
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Soon the vale will meet my sight, 
Where we lingered long ago ; 
Where beneath the evening light 
Soft the murmuring waters flow. 
Poplars in the meadow glade, 

Beeches in the dewy grove ; — 
Ah ! and soon beneath their shade 
Gleams the cot for her I love ! 




I. 
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Complaint. 

.By the crimson gleam of evening 
To the lonely woods I strayed ; 

And a youth, beneath the mountain, 

Sweet and wondrous music played ; 

So, la, la, &c. 

#* 

And beside me as he lingered, 

Soft he kissed my blushing brow ; 

But I murmured, “ wake thy music ! ” 

And he woke those echoes low, , 

So, la, la, &c. 

Now my peace is fled and vanished, 

Now my joy is past and gone ; 

And within mine ear there rin^eth 

O 

Evermore that weary tone, 

So, la, la, &c. 
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Ye never shall possess it, 

The free, the German Rhine ! 
Although in tuneless chorus 

Your ravenous shrieks combine. 
No ! never while its vallies 
In verdant garb are drest ; 

Or while one rudder ploughed) 

The billows on its breast. 
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Yef never shall possess it, , 

The free, the German Rhine ! 

While patriot hearts are beating, 
Warm as its generous wine. 

So long as on its borders 

The lordly mountains rise ; 

And princely halls are rearing 
Their turrets to the skies. 

A 

* \ 

Ye never shall possess it, 

The free, the German Rhine ! 

So long as round its maidens 
A hero’s arm shall twine. 

» . 

.So long as in its waters 
A fish shall leap along ; 

, Or one bold strain awaken % 

Its minstrel’s world of song. 


Ye never shall possess it, 

The free, the Father Rhine ! 
Till o’er its last defender, 

Its sacred waves shall shine ! 
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Lonely, lonely ? — No, I am not lonely ! 

She, on earth who used to love me, 

From her distant home above me, 

Watcheth still o’er me. 

Happy, happy ? — No, I am not happy ! 

By these tears, in silence shed, 

Many a longing dream is sped 
To my home afar. 

Mourning, mourning?— No, I am not mourning ! 
While I know tliat thought has bound me, 

To the friendly forms around me 
In remembrance still. 

Hopeful, hopeful? — Yes, my heart is hopeful ! 
For the far, but blessed time, 

When as in our brightest prime, 

We shall meet again! 
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By every charm that beameth, 

Where’er that soft eye gleameth ; 

By these fair* flowerets wreathing, 

By this sweet zephyr’s breathing, — 

That once in ambush laying, 

Slept on thy bosom fair ; 

While love, around thee playing 
Pressed his bright image there, 

From lip to forehead straying, 

From cheek to golden hair ; 

By the juice from nectar flowing, 

By the warmth of this gay heart ; 

By these eyes, though blinded, knowing 
Where beauty bears her part ; 

By my mother’s swift-winged doves, 

And by Daphne’s laurel groves ; 

By Diana's silvery beam, 

And by young Endymion’s dream ; 

By Ariadne’s silken twine, — 

Whate’er thou wilt — Love’s oath is thine ? 
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What have I now to hope for future meeting 

With this day’s fresh and early gathered bloom ! — 

Both, both are open, but strange doubts are fleeting, 

Of Joys of Paradise and hell’s black gloom. 

No doubting more ! she stands at heaven’s high-door ; 

And lo ! it yields her gentle arm before. 

So thou art now to Paradise belonging, 

But thou wert worthy of this lovely life ; 

Thou hadst no wish, no hope, no eager longing, 

Here was the limit of thy inmost strife. 

The view of all things fair and beauteous here, 

Sealed up the fountain of each quick-dried tear. 

. J 

How moved the day upon its rushing pinion, 

How shot the minutes from our dazzled eyes ! — 

The evening kiss, the seal of love’s dominion, 

Pledging to see the next bright sun arise. 

The happy hours in graceful measures glided, 

Like sister souls, apart, yet scarce divided. 
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That kiss, the last one — softly cruel, breaking 
A gorgeous web in many colours dyed ; — 

I sped, my feet the well known threshold seeking — 

A flaming cherub stood the door beside. 

The eye one instant on his path reposed ; 

Homewards it turned, and lo ! the gate was closed. 

♦ 

Closed on itself for ever, — or this heart 
Had opened it, by every blessed hour ! 

All things shall feel, and all shall take her part, 

Even in yon high heaven each starry power. 

And grief, repentance, anguish, and despair 

Burden with heavy loads the sultry air. 

Is not the world remaining ? yon proud hills, 

Are they no more with holy shadows crowned ? 

Ripen the fields no longer ? — sunny rills, 

Glide they not onward through the meadow ground? 

And shines not still the mighty arch on high 

With wondrous glory — soon to vanish by ! 

How light and graceful, delicate and fair, 

Gleams, seraph-like, through yonder choral cloud 

In the blue dome, a spirit pure and clear, 

A slight, soft image in its misty shroud ! 

There see’st thou her in mazy dances move, 

The loveliest of the lovely shapes above ! 
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Yet did’st thou dare a moment’s space to deem 
That thou could’st hold an airy phantom fast, — 
Look to thy heart, and many a varying dream 
Will tell that there her reign shall better last. 
There, in the Many, One is imaged clear, 

A thousand times, and ever, ever dear. 

. 

i ... 

j I see her still, by yon low wicket bending, 

As I trod upwards to the trysting shrine, 

I feel the last kiss from her lips descending, 

Th<* last that ever pressed these lips of mine ! 
So clear and perfect dwells the loved one’s shade 
In lines of fire upon the true heart made. 

Yes ! in the heart it keeps its fortress station 
Guarding and guarded with love’s holy seal ; 
Still it rejoiceth in its own duration, 

And the heart lists to all it can reveal ; 

Feeling itself most free in that dear thrall, 

And beating but with gratitude for all. 

Oh were the power to love, the need of loving, 

Of mutual fervour banished from the heart ; 
Were Hope, her projects from the breast removing, 
Rashly to venture from her home to part, 

When love no more than phantom bliss displays, 
Still would the lover to that phantom gaze. 


Digitized by Google 




ELEGY. 


91 


And thus with her. — There lay an inward fear 
Of soul and body, an unwelcome gloom ; 

The eye gazed round on pictures strange and drear 
In that deserted space, the heart’s void room. 

And Hope stood trembling at the well known door, 
Where round her form mild sunlight shone before. 

The God of peace commandeth back to reason, 

And I, alas ! with nought can yet compare 
The peace that dwells below in love’s sweet season, 
With the calm presence of the loved one there. 
There calls the heart, and though nought else may stir 
The mind’s deep thought, that mind will turn to her ! 

Within our breast there dwells a pure endeavour, 

A high and holy, but a nameless feeling ; 

That urgeth to a thankful soul for ever, 

And seeketh still the great Unknown’s revealing. 
We cry, oh worship ! and such thoughts my heart 
Partaketh still, where’er I feel thou art. 

Those sunny eyes, that ruled like yonder ray, 

That breath, as balmy as the gales of spring, 

All in the wintry grave in silence lay, 

Where she hath dwelt in icy withering. 

No dreams of self, no wilful thoughts remain 
To blend with hopes that we shall meet again. 
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It is as though she said — from hour to hour 

This life hath friendly every knowledge hidden ; 

From yesterday no floods of knowledge shower, 
To-morrow — to look forward is forbidden. 

And if we turn to evening’s mellow gleam, 

The sun slow sinks, and hides the joyous dream. 

Then do as I have done — and see the light 

Flash on thine eyes like lightning — no delay ! 

Go, meet it now with all thy living youth, 

Go, be it labour, love — with joy away ! 

And where thou art, be calm and childlike still, 

So shalt thou ever be invincible. 

Methought : thou hast well spoken ; for thy guide 
God gave thee powers of thought like flashing light; 

And each one felt, thy lovely form beside, 

The darling of the fates was in his sight. 

But I was beckoned from thy side to turn ; 

What boots it me such lofty lore to learn ! 

Now I am far ! these moments that are fleeting, 

What are they now — I waste them not to say : 

Ye urge me on to beauty’s gracious greeting, 

Ah, cease ! I tear myself from all away. 

Ye wake the longing of unconquered years ; 

I have no counsel but these boundless tears. 


Digitized by Google 



ELEGY. 


93 


Thus flow they’ on ! with nought to check their 
gushing, 

But useless still this inward fire to quell ; 

That madly through my powerless heart is rushing, 
Where life and death in angry strife rebel. 

The poppy wreath the body’s pangs might still, 

But the soul faileth in resolve and will. 

Fails at the point — how could it miss the failing ! 

It still repeats a thousand times that form ; 

It lingereth now, now fadeth unavailing, 

Now indistinct, now clear, and bright, and warm. 
But ah ! what boots this feeble comfort now, 

The parting and the tryst, the ebb and flow ! 


! 


Then leave me here,— oh faithful friend, away ! 

Leave me alone by rock, and moor, and hill, 
For ever! — unto thee the world is gay, 

The earth is wide, the heavens are holy still. 
Seek, gather to thyself serenity ; 

Then turn and read this nature’s mystery. 
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All is to me, for I myself am, lost ; 

Favoured of gods, I walked the earth below. 
They proved me with Pandora’s varied host. 

So rich in blessing, richer still in woe ; 

First, with each gift these mortal lips pursuing, — 
Then they forsook, and left me to my ruin ! 
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Thou holiest shore ! thou blessed and blessing flood ! 

Where is the German, who with reverence fired, 
Hath ne’er a pilgrim by thy borders stood ? 

Where is the swan, by German lays inspired, 

Whose pinion hath not floated o’er thy tide, 

Who to thy reeds no answering music sighed, 

Or to thy lulling banks for sweeter dreams retired ? 

Thy voice for all shall raise its peaceful greeting, 

The land repeats, the hills its echoes swell ; 

Not with thy waves the blood-red stream is meeting, 
Clear in thy depths the mirrored banners dwell. 

In their still bed, there lieth calm and deep 
The Nation’s Strength, — proud in his giant sleep ; 

Wake not his fiery wrath, oh strangers ! from the 
[ cell ! 
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He sleeps and dreams : the waves with slumber song 
Have hushed him in their soft and golden bed ; 

The shadowed clouds float silently along, 

The imperial dreamer’s silken couch to spread. 

Oh, who would rouse him from the dear bought rest, 

Bought with the bloody sword and open breast, 

Or lift from that still sleep the warrior’s pillowed 
head ! 

f •• ' 

m 

The floods are his ! — From this sweet shell may drink 
The German lover and the thirsting dove ; 

In fragrant windings smiling from the brink, 

The vineyards spread their purple fruits above. 

And where the high cathedral stately shows, 

Like a proud war song marbled as it rose, 

Dwelleth the prince of peace — Qur German faith and 
love ! 

Hark 1 how the stream above my lute is ringing ! 

The troops of billows dancing seek the strand ; 

In yonder bark, above the white foam springing, 

They come with waving flags, the flower-crowned 
band ! 

In many a thicket trembling lurks the roe, 

In many a glade the fairy visions glow, — 

It is the German Rhine ; and this, my fatherland ! 
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The German Rhine ! — Because the ivy’s bloom 
Wreathes many a ruin on the sunny height, 
Because the battlements of cities loom 
In fair reflection on the waters bright ; 

Because that on man’s brow, a paraclete, 

The fiery lines of mighty musings meet ; 

And woman’s, holier far, religion decks with 
light ; 

* 

Because, that dawning through yon portal height, 

A newer era rose upon our way, 

While calm beneath, amid the morning light, 

The cradled Charlemagne in slumber lay ; 
Because that on thy mountains stately tread 
Pale phantom forms in blended circles led, 

Roland the true, Fastrade — shades of another 
day ! 

Because that here, to span the earth’s wide band, 
Sat Barbarossa, throned in wisdom hoary, 

The world the jewel in his princely hand ; 

Because that here the Imperial Minstrel’s glory 
Around his diadem rich flowers did twine, 

Of Song and Poesy ; — this father Rhine 

Shall be for evermore the pulse of German 
story ! 
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Above its Own, an earnest vigil keeping, 

The Poet’s arm around the urn is twined ; 

Firm on its base, the German Fame, unsleeping, 

A Lion dwells in glittering pomp enshrined. 

Nourished by combats stands the forest lord, 

Reared mid the flaming brand and clashing sword, 
Warming to noble deeds the patriot soldier’s mind. 

The same, that Lebanon’s tall cedars knew, 

Where Turkish sabres flashed through every grove ; 

That high o’er Acre and Byzantium flew, 

The Roman Eagle in his banner wove ! 

The same, that blazed on each victorious shield, 

When fierce on Ronceval’s ensanguined field, 

The lordly marshalled bands of Milan’s legions 
strove ! 

To Sicily and fair Italia’s land, 

Where Aetna’s flames in fiery masses shiver ; 

To Seine’s gay banks and ever verdant strand, 

Where Loire’s sweet waves in sparkling sunshine 
quiver ; 

Loud rings his name — and thundering sounds his call : 

“ Woe to the foe, whose charger’s hoof shall fall, 
Shaking the shores of this, mine own defended 
river ! ” 
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Lonely I wander through the spring’s fair bowers, 
And magic lustre lights the lovely glade, 

Floating around mid boughs of wreathed flowers ; 

Adelaide ! 

In Alpine snows, in yonder playful river, 

In sunset skies, in golded clouds arrayed ; 

In starry fields, — thine image beameth ever, 

Adelaide ! 

May’s silver bells amid the grass are ringing, 

The evening breezes whisper through the shade ; 
The waves repeat, the nightingale is singing, 

Adelaide ! 

\ 

And from this heart, above my grave entwining, 

A wondrous flower shall rise to bloom and fade; 
Upon each purple leaf one soft word shining, 

• 

Adelaide ! 
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Flow onward, oh, beloved lays ! 

Flow onward to Oblivion’s sea ; 

No raptured boy your notes shall raise, 
No maiden charm ye back to me ! 

Ye sang of love— that love was mine, 
And now ye sing my scorn and pain 
In water written every line, — 

Go, seek your native waves again ! 
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AN OLD MAN’S REVERIE. 
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MORNING— NOON — NIGHT. 


The wind blew fresh, the morn shone fair, 
As fair as morn might be ; 

The dew drops glittered every where, 

On tower and hawthorn tree. 

The woods a balmy fragrance breathed 
Like incense to the day ; 

And the white mist-veils lightly wreathed 
The mountain summits grey. 


Oh, morning is a blessed time 
To joyous hearts and young ! 

Swift o’er the breezy groves of lime, 
With sunny steps she sprung. 

The hill’s dark sides arrayed them then, 
Fresh in their garb of green ; 

The streamlet in the loneliest glen 
Sparkled with silvery sheen. 
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The skies — oh, who might paint the skies, 
Those skies of southern light ! 

Blue as the Georgian maiden’s eyes, 

And more divinely bright. 

They smiled upon the glowing earth, 

And promised to her prayer, 

A noon of joy and sunny mirth, 

An evening calm and fair. 

The breath of flowers was on the breeze, 
Their beauty on the plain — 

Far off were shadowy memories, 

And hope’s delusive train. 

I felt the Present — it was rife 
With all that joy could give ; 

I breathed the morning hour of life, 

And it was bliss to live ! 

And not alone — for one was near, 

Whose hand was clasped in mine ; 

The light of love beamed bright and clear, 
I worshipped at the shrine. 

’ Twas sweet to gaze into those eyes, 

Those dark, deep eyes of blue! 

We dreamed not then of destinies 
More clouded than their hue. 
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’ Twas sweet to part the sunny hair, 

And look upon the brow ; 

To read the joy that brightened there, 

The soul’s unuttered vow. 

Fond fools — we thought that love like ours 
Might never pass away ; 

We knew not that affection’s flowers 
VVere destined to decay. 

Oh, Life hath nought in after years, 

Like that young morning’s dream ; 

It wafteth smiles, it wafteth tears 
Adown its troubled stream. 

And we may smile — and we may weep, 
And we may love again — 

But a vision in our hearts we keep, 

And that vision is in vain. 

The light of youthful love hath past, 

Long from my faded brow ; 

And my weary heart hath learned at last, 
Before the world to bow. 

But I remember well the time 

When fresh its pulses beat, , 

The morning in her flowery prime * • 

With kindred joy to greet. 

********* 
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, The whispering wind is hushed — and 
With diamond flashing zone, 

With lip and cheek of crimson glow, 
The Noontide hurrieth on ! 

She hurrieth on, the rustling woods 
In stilly sleep are bound ; 

While silently she pours her floods 
Of golden light around. 

She is victorious — glen and field 
Sink into mute repose ; 

The birds no warbling homage yield 
To yonder glowing rose. 

The rose she lifts her fairy face 
Exultant to the sun ; 

She moumeth not, her blushing grace 
A nobler love hath won. 

But, oh ! how brightly sparkle all 
The billows at their play ; 

She cannot stay the waterfall, 

The rainbow-tinted spray. 

Its music waters still are heard, 

And quivering to the tone, 

The willow, by their murmurs stirred, 
Breathes forth a trembling moan. 
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She cannot bind the foaming tide, 

Or still the wild wave’s ire ; * 

She cannot quell the haughty pride 
In manhood’s soul of fire. 

He plyeth on his busy thought 
Amid the rough world’s din ; 

He leaveth it a labour wrought 
With agony and sin. 

Behold beneath his mighty hand 
The stately cities rise ; 

Behold the towers his art hath planned, 
Eternal pageantries ! 

The dark-eyed painter bendeth low 
Above his glorious page ; 

Those deepening tints through time shall glow 
A nation’s heritage. 

The warrior leapeth on his steed, 

This is the hour for war ! 

Arise! and seek a soldier’s meed, 

The banners float afar. 

Press onward like the ascending sun, 

As fiery and as fast — 

Aye ! thou shalt weep when all is done, 
Above the bloody past. 


v 


Digitized 




106 life : 


Ambition too — it is the time 
For her to claim her sway ; 

For her we deem it not a crime, 

To waste a life away. 

The statesman worketh out his will, 

A kingdom’s weal or woe ; 

While, crouching to his master skill, 
Dependent minions bow. 

And thou, oh student ! waxing pale, 1 
O’er many an antique tome ; 

What wearing doubts and fears assail 
Thy lone and anxious home. 

Yet work thou on — it is for thee 
To win a deathless fame ; 

Beloved in future years shall be 
The sage’s living name. 

The noblest task that man may know, 
The noblest meed is thine ; 

Though never on thy life shall glow 
The calm and sweet sunshine, 

Though thou wilt writhe in anguish here, 
Beneath the worldling’s sting ; 

A better race shall soon revere 
Thy sacred suffering. 
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Aye, what a weary world is ours, 
Burdened with guilt and pain ; 

Few are the hopes, and few the flowers 
That manhood meets again. 

How vain are all his cherished schemes, 
Where there is none to trust ; 

He looketh back on youth’s fond dreams, 
And boweth to the dust. 

I too — I joined the eager throng, 

And played my busy part ; 

The fire within my soul was strong, 

But ice was round my heart. 

Yet oft a hallowed memory crossed 
My deeply troubled mind 

I gazed, alone and tempest tossed, 

On a sweet shore behind. 

My hopes were fled, my heart was sere, 
With vainly hoping on ; 

A heartless smile, a bitter sneer 
Were all that I had won. 

And I had trusted, I had loved 
As few had loved before ; 

But the vanity had long been proved, 
And faith was mine no more. 
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Oh, God ! it was a weary while — 

I loathed the garish day ; 

And from Ambition’s mocking smile, 

I coldly turned away. 

I laid me down and prayed for rest, 
Where none might turn and see ; 

For the genius in my swelling breast 
Was a heavy load to me. 

****** *** 

Again, again the hour is near, 

The hour of joy and peace ; 

Soft through the skies a voice I hear, 
Bidding each passion cease. 

Borne by the breeze from yonder hill, 
The blessed evening breeze ! 

I hear a murmur, low and still, 

Like childhood’s memories. 

How softly blend the purple hues 
In yonder twilight heaven, — 

How gentle fall the balmy dews 
Upon the brow of even. 

How sweetly on my wearied heart 
The tranquil visions fall ! — 

Oh, wretched man ! thy dreams depart, 
Thy hopes are fleeting all ! 
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The lights are dying from the sky, 

The sunset from the plain; 

The veiled Night advanceth nigh 
With her attendant train. 

Two sister-maidens by her side, 

With cypress garlands crowned, 
Silence and Shade — together glide, 

And breathe their spirit round. 

And still, as fade the waning gleams 
The darkening skies along, 

And the wild music of the streams 
Wails into funeral song ; 

The smile it fadeth from my brow, 

The gladness from mine eye : 
Trembling and faint, I pine to know 
The dread futurity. 

Where shall I turn — no beacon shines, 
No watchfire glows afar ; 

There loometh red, o’er distant shrines, 
One solitary star. 

Beneath its lurid ray, I tread 
A vale of shadowy glooms ; — 

Ah, me ! the dwellings of the dead ! 

I stand amid the tombs. 
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The place of tombs — they glimmer white 
Above the grass-grown sod ; 

They mark by day, they mark by night, 
The buried ones’ abode. 

I may not leave the spot, though fear 
Creeps shuddering through my heart ; 
I feel mortality is here, 

And struggle to depart. 

Was it for this I lived and breathed, 

And toiled in want and w»oe ? 

Was it for this that valour wreathed, 

His laurels round my brow ? 

Was it for this I fought my way, 

And bore my burden on — 

To shiver at the close of day 
At death’s dark gate — alone ! 

I am alone — oh, what hath hushed 
My mother’s accents low ! 

Alas — my burning tears have gushed 
For her long years ago. 

And he, my father and my guide, 

v 

He slumbers at my feet ; 

Of all the living human tide, 

I have not one to greet. 
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And here, a young and maiden form, 

A sculptured brow was laid ; 

Long ere the blasts of passion’s storm 
This heart a ruin made. 

Had she been left, the pure and fair, 

1 had not lived in vain ! — 

I heard my angel’s dying prayer, 

And sought the world again. 

A mournful quietude is shed, 

A stillness stern and deep ; 

I linger where the dreamless dead 
Lie in unbroken sleep. 

I look upon the graves where low, 

The loved of boyhood rest ; 

And fast the deepening shadows grow 
Upon each shrouded breast. 

I said but one short hour ago, 

How beautiful is night ! 

Oh ! what a change is wrought below 
In that one short hour’s flight. 

Black clouds are gathering o’er the sky, 
Black shadows o’er the lea ; 

The solemn graves before me lie. 

In cold monotony. 
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Oh, give me back the morning dream, 

The noonday toil once more — 

The ripple on the shallow stream, 

The billow on the shore. 

But, oh ! the darkness and the chill 
Of this oppressive hour ! 

The pulseless heart, affrighted still, 

Will break beneath its power. 

k 

“ Frail Child of Earth !” a murmur stole; 

“ Hast thou life’s pathway trod ; 

And have they vanished from thy soul, , 1 

The blessings of thy God! 

Behold — despite thy wayward youth, 

Thy manhood’s course of pride, — 

For thee thy Maker pledged his truthj 
For thee thy Saviour died ! 

“ Go — thou hast sinned — thy heart was given 
To earthly things and vain ; 

But there is mercy in the heaven : 

Thou shalt be free again. 

Fear not, but turn thy hopes to Him, 

Who arms thee for the strife ; 

' » 

And from these portals, low and dim, 

Thou shalt arise to Life ! ” 
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See ! from the sullen mist what breaks 
The sable shroud of heaven ! 

What glittering form to life awakes, 
Where hurrying clouds are driven ! 

It is the moon — o’er yonder hill 
Like Hope she riseth high ; 

Clear, pure, and bright she riseth still. 
And light is in the sky ! 

* 

And light is in my heart ; once more 
The happy thoughts arise : 

Across the waves to yonder shore, 

I gaze with dauntless eyes. 

„ It is enough, though hopes have past 
Oft through my youthful soul, — 

None like to these, — the best, the last, 
The surest of the whole. 

The moon is forth — her queenly eye 
A regal watch doth keep ; 

Above the floods where brooding lie, 
The genii of the deep. 

And light is on the sleeping earth, 

And on the river’s waves ; 

On the hushed halls of by-gone mirth, 
And on the lonely graves. 
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I turn me not from these white stones, 

I shrink not from them now ; 

I gaze upon the heavenly thrones, 

Not on the shades below. 

I weep not for the loved, the lost, — 
They are not lost to me ! 

A Saviour’s promises have crossed 
My life’s strange destiny. 

And this, it seems a peaceful mound 
Beneath that lovely light ; 

And tranquil stand the yew trees round, 
Like guardians of the night. 

She sleepeth here — the time is come 
For me to seek her rest ; 

We two shall share the self-same home, 
Deep in the earth’s green breast. 

A little while — I now am old, 

And she w r as buried young ; 

But years and numbers are not told, 
Where funeral palls are flung. 

Our souls shall greet their God on high, 
Pure as in youth’s first spring — 

Oh, Grave — where is thy victory ! 

Oh, Death — where is thy sting ! 
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Wbt Urgent! of Nonnenfocrticr. 

From the broad bosom of the rolling Rhine, 

The soft breeze stealeth to my throbbing brow ; 

Far off on yonder height the grey walls shine, 

Girt with the glories of the sunset glow. 

« 

Through the clear arch I see the blue sky gleaming, 
Calm and serene as Mary’s virgin smile ; 

O’er the swift waves the shadowy trees stand dreaming 
Of former suns that lit the nun’s green isle. 

Fair trees ! how often have your light boughs twined 
A leafy labyrinth o’er the cloistered maid, — 

How often was the veiled brow declined 

To the cold turf beneath your chequered shade! 

How often have those waters imaged clear 

A form as faultess as the marbled Greek, — 

A lip whose tones might thrill the du'lest ear, 

A young pure brow, a pale but lovely cheek ! 
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But they reflected not the raven hair, 

Which once waved freely as the summer breeze ; 

Nor those white arms, which glimmered forth more fair 
Than sunny spots in life’s sad memories. 

Oh, bright eyed Ermengarde ! was thine a doom 
So lone and loveless as we deem it now ; 

Was that sweet convent shade a loathsome tomb 
To her who yielded heaven her maiden vow ? 

Oh, say not so — glad child of hope and joy ! 

Thy morning hours are cloudless still and gay ; 

But there may come an hour of dark alloy, 

Making less bright the world’s brief changing day. 

Then, then, perhaps before thy dreaming eyes, 

This hallowed spot may beckon thee afar ; 

And from the sacred fanes a voice arise 

Bidding thee hasten from life’s weary war. 

How solemn and how sweet the vesper bell 
Will send its mcmoried echoes on thine ear; 

How rich and soft the choral hymn will swell 
In measured cadence o’er the waters clear ! 
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Then wilt thou see before thee ever gliding 
The gentle sisters with their noiseless tread ; 

Their sweeping robes, and shadowy mantle hiding 
From the rude gaze of man each sainted head. 

Then wilt thou long, before yon altar kneeling, 

To breathe thy sorrows to a pitying God ; 

And still to feel each earthly passion stealing 
Far from the spot where sin hath seldom trod. 

Holy the place — and holy, and for ever 

May its remembrance in thy young heart be ! — 

Though fair and free as yonder joyous river, 

The waves of life should still flow on for thee. 

There dwelt a Hermit on yon castled height, 

There dwelt a Maiden in the shades beneath ; 

For them the morning sun once sparkled bright, 
Lending hope’s roseate bloom to youth’s white 
wreath. 

There came a change ; for fate will ever lower, 
Casting its shadow’s on love’s fickle tide ; 

And in the Maiden’s rose enwoven bower, 

The Hero parted from his plighted Bride. 



Digitized by Google 



118 


THE LEGEND OF NONNENWEEDER. 


They met no more. She lingered long and lonely, 

An orphan in her father’s knightly halls ; 

Keeping in her true breast one image only, 

Which bound her back from Nonnenwerder’s walls. 

Then came the tidings to the Rhenish strand, 

Tidings of war, of victory, and death ! 

And the last remnants of a shattered band, 

With casques entwined with valour’s dear-bought 
wreath. 

The Lady paused no more ; with tearful eyes, 

And cheek on which the rose no more might dwell, 

She garnered up her heart’s deep memories, 

Clasped her white hands, and bade the world farewell ! 

And he returned ! — and she, she might not weep, 

She might not clasp him to her faithful breast; 

Lone stood the wanderer on his rocky steep, 

Gazing in anguish on her place of rest. 

Woe, woe to him ! and woe, perchance, to her ! 

Though the dark veil was o’er her bosom thrown ; 

Where thoughts that scarcely dared her heart to stir, 
Clung round the loved, the lost — yet still her own. 
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Her own— aye, never from that fatal time 

He turned his footsteps from the lonely height ; 

Listing each morn to hear the matin chime, 

And straining down the vale his baffled sight. 

And when, at vesper hour, there came soft stealing, 
O’er the broad waves, the sisters’ holy hymn ; 

Still would one voice, to his lone heart appealing, 
Whisper of Her who long was true to him. 

Then would the strong'man bend his warrior brow, 
And weep hot tears of mingled joy and pain ; 

Doubting if there were more to wish for now, 

Than this, to hear that angel voice again. 

Thus dwelt they long; and she, the pure and fair, 
Faded from earth like sunset from the sky; 

And Roland deemed not, as he lingered there, 

That one so seraph-like should ever die. 

Till o'er the waters at the midnight hour, 

The muffled death-bell mourned his parted Bride ; 

He heard no tidings in his lonely tower, 

But felt the truth, and gazing downwards died. 
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“ I had forgot myself; am I not king? 

Awake, thou sluggard majesty ! thou sleep’st. 
Is not the king’s name forty thousand names ? 
Arm, arm, my name 1 .a puny subject strikes 
At thy great glory.” 

" Yet looks he like a king ; behold his eye, 

As bright as is the eagle’s, lightens forth 
Controling majesty." — Shakspea&k. 


“ Arouse thee now, king Richard ! arouse thee from 
thy sleep, 

For a murmur to the town is borne, a murmur hoarse 
and deep ; ' 

Arise and don thy regal vest, thy kingly crested helm, 

Arise and lead thy warriors forth, — there’s treason in 
the realm ! 

“ Without the gate, in armed state, a mighty host they 
lie, 

For the blood of thee, and of thy peers, with curses 
loud they cry ! 

They say their children faint for food, their maidens 
weep in vain, 

That England’s pride hath wrought the wrong, her 
soldiery the stain.” 
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Then from his downy coueh in haste t^e princely 
monarch sprung, 

And lightly round his youthful form the ermined robe 
he flung ; 

The golden locks of boyhood were waving 4 o’er his 
brow, 

Yet his fair young cheek was calm and pale, untingpd 
by passion’s glow. 

And faintly broke the morning, the morning cold and 

grey. 

But it dawned upon a gallant troop in chivalrous 
array ; 

The standard of the kingdom hung languid in the 
air, 

And gorgeous scarfs, and plumed brows, and mail-clad 
knights were there. 
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The bugles sang reveille — the warsteeds felt the 
rein, 

Short time for morning orison delayed the gathering 
train ; 

Each hand upon the charger’s mane, each foot in 
stirrup cast, 

They waited but their lord’s approach, the royal 
trumpet’s blast. 
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“Now come not forth, my nobles ! 1 need ye not 

to-day, 

Though my heart beats proudly for ye, I need ye not, — 
away ! 

Take back the chargers to their stall, the banners to 
their place ; 

For I vanquish not with sword and spear my country’s 
peasant race. 

“ But thou, Lord Mayor of London, thou peaceful man 
and true, 

Come forth and aid thy king to deal with this rebellious 
crew ; 

I may not wear the diadem without a weight of 
care. 

But to scathe the brow that bears it, my subjects will 
not dare.” 

The boy leaped on his charger ; his eye glanced bright 
and free, 

He waved his hand, and all around bent lowly on 
the knee ; 

The grey haired sire and ardent child gazed fondly on 
that eye, 

“God bless the King! God shield the King!” re- 
sounded to the sky. 
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He doffed his plumed cap gaily, he dashed from out 
the gate, 

He passed from where his soldier-guards in silent 
wonder wait; 

“ I go to meet my people — my children are they 
all, 

On them no gleaming sword shall break, no fiery 
vengeance fall.” 

Out spake the lordly Mayor, a strong and stalwart 
knight ; 

“ God speed thee in thy purpose, and spare the dreaded 
fight ! k 

Yet thou hast scanty summers seen, and firm the hand 
must be 

That shields the land from war and blood, while these 
are wandering free.” 

On, on they passed ; and as they went, the murmur 
hoarse and loud 

Told fiercely there were numbers met in that advancing 
crowd ; * 

m 

There were yeomen firm and sturdy, and peasants bold 
and strong ; 

And the rising sunbeams glittered their angry ranks 
along. 
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Forth from the gathered multitude then stepped the 
rebel chief, 

And demanded straight with bitter words the monarch’s 
prompt relief ; 

“ Give us the portion for our babes, or else thy kingly 
crown, 

To the dust in blood and terror dishonoured shall go 
down. . 

“ And give us too the heads of those who falsely coun- 
selled thee 

To keep thy people’s rights away, thy people old and 
free. 

Good faith, young boy, if thou refuse — that royal birth 
of thine 

Shalt little serve to shield thy form from arm so strong 
as mine ! ” 

Silent yet bold King Richard stood — no passion shook 
his frame ; 

But the Mayor broke forth in wrath and rage — 
“ Dishonour shroud my name, 

If the traitor and the rebel pass scatheless from the 
field! 

Down, varlet, down! and to the fiend thy murderous 
spirit yield ! ” 
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He spoke, he struck — beneath his mace the rebel 
leader fell ; 

But now who may the burning ire of that assembly 
quell ? 

They call for vengeance on the hand that laid their 

* 

champion low ; 

And clamorous swear to give again a thousand for 
the blow. 

«* 

Then, in that hour of gathering storm, the Royal 
spirit rose ; — 

The spirit of Plantagenet, that feared nor friends nor 
foes ! 

The clear and music breathing voice grew awful' as 
he spoke, 

And with proud commanding accents the mingled 
murmurs broke. 

“ Hush ye, my people ! be ye still — and is your leader 
slain, 

And think ye that no other power may head your 
ranks again ! 

Was there but one, one human hand your erring steps 
to guide ; 

Where are your boasted numbers now, where is ygur 
dauntless pride? 
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“ Where are your loyal hearts and true ! the hearts 
. your father’s bore, 

The bulwarks of Britannia’s throne — her pride in 
days of yore ! 

Oh, shame on ye, my people! why came ye forth 
to-day, 

To meet your own anointed king in treason’s wild 
array ! 

# 

“ Your chieftain lieth in the dust. Behold another 
here, 

Shake from your hearts the rebel pride, but not in 
craven fear ; 

Trust ye in me, my people, my children and my 
t pride ! 

Why should ye shrink to follow me, — ye need no other 
guide. 

“ I am your leader ! come ye forth from this dark city’s 
gate, 

Come on, and I will take ye where your wives and 
infants wait : 

Ye shall have plenty in the land — ye shall have joy and 
peace — 

Ye shall till your fields in safety — your grievances shall 
cease. 
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“ Come forth ! the son has broken from a cold and 
cloudy morn, * 

Come where it beams and glitters on seas of golden corn ; 
Come where the birds sing blithely in every waving tree, 
feome to the quiet waters — my children, follow me ! ” 

With scarce a muttered murmur the multitude obey, 
Through meadow-plains and pastures he led them alL 
the day ; 

Through village and through hamlet he led them all along, 
And they weaker waxed and weaker — the morning’s 
numbers strong. 

< • • 

He left them at the cottage door, he left them by the 
stream, 

And alone he stood unfettered beneath the evening beam ; 
The rolling river sparkled and glittered in the sun, 

And to his palace gates he turned— his kingly task was 
done. 

Yet ere he parted with the troop, the blue rejoicing sky 
Re-echoed loud and loyally the people’s fearless cry : 

“ God bless the King! God save the King! the people’s 
trust and stay ! 

Long may he conquer all his foes, as he has done this 
day ! ” 2 
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Izxile’s Bent!). 

The wind, with wild unearthly moan, 
Resounded through the room ; 
Where, all unheeded and alone, 

Amid the gathering gloom, 

The fated Stranger of the North 
Sat with pale, downcast eye ; 

And poured his anguished spirit forth 
In tones of agony. 


“ My God ! it is a bitter fate 
To perish lonely here ; 

My heart is sad and desolate, 

My soul is faint with fear ! 

I may not see my native land, 

Mine own beloved home ; 

Gr greet the happy household band 
That beckon me to come. 


Digitized by Google 



130 the exile’s death 


“Sweet sisters! twine no more for me, 

Your sunny hair with flowers ; 

Think not your brother’s form to see 
In Norway’s happy bowers. 

Why do ye lift your eager eyes 
Expectant o’er the plain ? — 

The melancholy wind replies, 

‘ He shall not come again ! ’ 

“ Ah ! could ye see that brother now, 

Dim would those bright eyes be ; 

To mark his wan and wasted brow, 

His couch of misery. 

The life hath vanished from my heart, 

The fevered pulse is still; 

The cheek, down which the tear-drops start, 
The icy death damps chill. 

“ There is no grief like loneliness, — 

And I have watched alone, 

Without one kindred voice to bless 
My chamber with its tone. 

1 sit and see the silent snow 
Fall heavily around ; 

And dread to lay my aching brow 
Beneath that shrouded ground. 
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“ The solemn hour of death draws near, 

His messenger is nigh ; 

No kind and faithful hand is here 
To close the glazing eye. 

No tender mother’s gentle tone 
Speaks comfort unto me, — 

My God ! oh, leave me not alone ; 

Teach me to trust in Thee ! ” 

He paused — his head was bowed in prayer, 
The burning tears fell fast ; 

All that man knows of grief was there, 
One moment — and it past. 

The calm blue eye was raised (.nee more, 
In earnest faith to Heaven ; 

The tumult of his soul was o’er, 

And peace again was given. 

“ Yet spare me for a little while, 

Till Spring’s returning flowers 
Shall banish, with their fairy smile, 

These stern and wintry showers ! 

Let me but see the green, green earth, 

But once — and I can die, 

Far from the land that gave me birth, 
Without one parting sigh. 
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“ Oh, let me hear the forest birds 
Pour forth one farewell song ; 

And listen to the whispered words 
That stir the leaves among. 

I would but join to Nature’s prayer^ 

The homage of my heart ; 

Oh, let me breathe the spring-time air, 

And then I can depart ! ” 

His prayer — his holy prayer, was heard, 

The snow storms died away ; 

And from her greenwood nest the bird 
Gave utterance to her lay. 

And the sweet spring-flowers returned again, 
Fresh in their laughing bloom ; 

And they served to soothe the Stranger’s pain, 
To deck the Stranger’s tomb ! 3 . 

* 
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What joyous shouts are sending 
Their echoes on the breeze ; 

What gallant bark is lending 
Her shadow to the seas ? 

Why boundeth she so lightly, 

Above the azure deep — 

Why floats the pennon brightly 
On yonder castled steep ? 

* 

Hath she her flight been winging 
From some far sunny strand, 
Where the palm its shade is flinging, 
O’er pearls and golden sand ? 

And is her low hull laden 

With gems that might have bound 
The brow of Eastern Maiden, 

Flashing their splendour round ? 
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The signal flag is waving 
Above the harbour now ; 

The Channel waves are laving 

The wanderer’s glittering prow ! 

On, on the ship is gliding 

Towards our ice-bound shore; 

Yet we murmur words of chiding — 
Why came she not before ? 

Her snowy sail hath risen 

On the far horizon’s bound ; 

Like a sunbeam in a prison, 

Where all was dark around. 

Our hearts have long been mourning 
For that vessel on the main ; 

And now she is returning, 

What bringeth she again ? 

A. 

No diamond light is streaming 
Within her hidden hold ; 

No ruby bright is beaming, 

No ingot’s massive gold. 

Yet the shout of gladness ringeth 
Above the white’s wave’s foam — 

l'or welcome news she bringeth 
From home — our English home ! 
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She bringeth many a token 
To the weary and the lone ; 

Her gallant crew have spoken 
With many an absent one. 

And words of kind reunion 

From those we deemed estranged ; 

And glad and free communion 

From those who never changed. 

The letter that assureth, 

Of a loved one’s stainless truth ; 

Of the faith that still endureth 
In the friend of early youth. 

The mother’s fond caressings, 

The father’s fervent prayers ; 

The$e £re the precious blessings 
That lingering vessel bears. 
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Where the far blue mountains rjse 
Proudly to the gorgeous skies ; 
Where the merry streamlets leap 
Fearless down the rocky steep ; 
Where at eve thou lingerest late, 
Dreaming on thy happy fate f — 

With thy soft cheek glowing bright 
From thy sunny mind’s delight ; 
With thy dark and earnest eyes 
Lifted to the twilight skies ; 

Or to earth in thought declining, 

All thy soul within them shining; — 
Still thy presence seems to me, 
Something more than memory ! 

I behold thee, mid the flowers, 
Blooming in thy tropic bowers, 
Smiling in thy calm delight, 

On the blossoms strange and bright ; 
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Children of another land, 

Reared among thy varied band ; 
Cherished by thy gentle care 
Till they felt no aliens there. 

* 

Then I see those lips of rose 
With a pearly smile unclose ; 

« And I hear the graceful words, 

Liquid as the song of birds ; 
Murmuring in my listening ear, 

All to fond affection dear. 

Words with love and kindness fraught, 
Rich in truth, and pure in thought. 
Then I feel thy small white hand 
Clasping mine in kindred band, 

And I learn what power to bless, 
Dwelleth in a mute caress — 

While I gaze with joy and pride, 

On the vision at my side. 

Bright the sun’s departing glow 
Lingers on thy placid brow — 

Bright its sparkling glories lie 
. In thy dark reflective eye — 

Bright it shines with kindred beam 
On thy soft hair’s golden gleam — 


T 
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Soft it turns, thy face to seek, 
Mantling o’er thy blushing cheek, — 
And thy white robe’s fluttering fold 
Tinges with a wave of gold. 

Light it throws a splendour warm 
All around thy faultless form ; 

And thou standest, in its light, 
Looking so divinely bright, 

That I scarce can deem thee one 
Human eyes have gazed upon ; 
Scarce a child of mortal birth, 
Fragile as the flowers of earth, 
Mingling in their roseate wreath 
All the cypress hues of death ! 

Then as twilight fades away, 

And the night asserts her sway ; 
Still thou lingerest on to see 
Darkness shade the distant lea ; 

Still to watch thy closing flowers, 
Chronicle the shadowy hours. 

Yet a little while — the skies 
Open now their starry eyes, 

Gazing forth with wonder bright 
On the mysteries of night. 
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And the richly wooded mountain, 
Flowery glade, and sparkling fountain, 
Gleaming halls, and moonlit sea, 

Silent groves, and shadowy lea, 

Are not to their sight less fair, 

For the veil o’erwoven there ; 

Like the misty mantle cast 
O’er the memory of the past. 

They may never see the earth 
Glorying in her noonday mirth : 

They may never see the sun, 

Gild the heavens when night is done ; 
They may never see the Yvoods 
Bright with vocal multitudes ; 

Birds of rainbow-tinted dyes, 
Warbling to the sunny skies ; — 

Only one dark lonely child 
Greets the night with cadence wild ; 
Yet more sweet her music swells 
Through the dim deserted dells, 

Than the thousand carols gay 
Echoed by the golden day ; — 

Yet to them is wondrous fair 
Every robe their queen may wear ; 
They behold the moonlight rest 
On the ocean’s slumbering breast ; 
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They behold her radiance quiver 
Through the boughs on yonder river ; 
On the green savannah lie 
In her calm tranquillity ; — ■" 

And, the loveliest sight of all, 

Gleam as with a coronal 

Round thy pure and sculptured brow, 

Glorious in its virgin snow ; 

Till thy gentle features seem 
Fairer for her paly beam. 

Stay no more — those eyes appear 
Than yon orb herself more clear — 
Holy is the radiance shed 
Round thy young and noble head ; 
Angel of the stilly night, — 

Guardian of departed light ! 

E’en the night breeze, passing by, 
Whispers low and stealthily, 

As it feared to kiss a brow 
All too fair for earthly woe. 

Stay no more — or we shall turn 
With a worship thou would’st spurn, 
Bending lowly unto thee, 

As some Grecian deity ; 

Offering at a Mortal’s shrine, 

Homage due to power divine, — 



% 

* 
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While thy holy thoughts are given 
Only to thy natal heaven ! 

t 

Hath the vision past and gone, 

. Am I then indeed alone — 

Lone upon a foreign shore, 

Shall I see that face no more ! 

Never more, mine ear to greet, 

Wilt thou speak in accents sweet ; 
Never more for me shall glow 
Sunset on that seraph brow ; 

Never more these eyes shall seek 
Language on thy blushing cheek ; 
Never more for me shall shine 
Moonlight round that form of thine ! 
Lady — must the vision be 
Lost in hopeless memory ! 
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Sbtan?as. 

“ Poetry sprung from Ease, and was consecrated to Pleasure.” 

6 

And say they that by Pleasure first 
The glorious gift was tended ; 

And that the strains that Hope hath nurst 
With joy are ever blended ? 

They know not that the tears of grief 
Have nourished many a flower ; 

More lovely than the sweetest leaf 
That twines in Pleasure’s bower. 

It is a strange and wayward thing. 

The soul’s poetic dreaming ! — 

When the hopes of earth are withering 
Beneath the cold world’s scheming ; 

When the loved and loving ones are gone 
To the sleep that knows no waking, 

And the heavy heart is left alone, 

With its weight of woe and aching ; 
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When the flowers that smiled around our way 
Are pale, and dim, and faded, 

And the sunshine of our life’s young day 
By the cloud of care is shaded ; 

When the voices that have cheered our hearth 
With their tones of deep affection, 

Are banished from the changeful earth, 

Save in our recollection ; 

When all that made existence blest 
Hath gone for aye and ever, 

And the weary spirit sighs for rest 
From its wild and fitful fever ; 

When it turns from scenes of earthly bliss, 
And dreams of earthly pleasures ; 

To a world of holier joy than this, 

And more enduring measures ; 

When it offers to the God of truth 
The prayer of true devotion, 

And mourneth for its wasted youth 
With a sad and pure emotion ; — 

’Tis then, that from the broken heart, 

As from the bruised flower, 

A sweeter perfume oft will part, 

Than in its primal hour! 
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®f)e mo dobra. 

“ Rio verde, rio verde 1 ” 

Flow on — thou bright river ! 

Thy waters are clear, , 
As the first skies of morning 
That shone o’er thee here. 
The tall palms are waving, 

Thy sweet course along ; 
And the wild birds are singing, 
As joyous a song. 

Farewell — Rio Cobra ! 

Thy music hath thrown, 

Its charm o’er a sadness 
As deep as my own ! 

I would I could linger 
To gaze on thy way .; 

And feel each dark sorrow 
In silence decay. 
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I have looked on thy brightness, 
And know that the rest, 

Which hath long been a stranger, 
Might dwell in my breast. 

But fled is the vision, 

. And past is the spell ; 

I have but remembrance, 

Bright river, farewell ! 

When others shall wander 
, Beside thy clear stream, 

And the dark eyes of beauty 
Above thee shall beam ; 

When the young boy is gazing 
With innocent glee, 

On the fair cheek of childhood 
Reflected in thee ; 

My steps shall be wending 
Their desolate way ; 

In a land where no sunshine 
Rejoiceth the day. 

With dreams of thy music, 

My bosom shall swell ; 

And my lips still shall murmur, 
Bright river, farewell ! 

u 
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g«?as. 

When youth beholds the distant scene 
Of Manhood’s grief, of Manhood’s joy 

Of things that be, and that have been, 

He dreams no more — the ardent boy ! 

He panteth for the approaching day, 

The morning hour is cold and dim ; 

He chides the smiles that bring delay, 

The Future is the world to him ! 

And Manhood’s time hath come at last, 

He hurrieth on the toil-worn way ; 

But to the Future and the Past, 

No yearning hopes and visions stray. 

He looks not to his green old age, 

He weeps not for his childhood’s hymn 

He glories in life’s open page, 

The Present is the world to him ! 



CHARADE. 


147 


The old man museth by his door, 

On days departed long ago ; 

The years of youth are his no more, 

Yet still their lights in memory glow. 
Again he twines the laurels won 

Around his brow, though pale and dim ; 
He turns not to the setting sun, 

The Past is all the world to him ! 


OTfjara&e. 

The morning beams shone bright 
On crested helm and shield ; 

And the plume of my First waved light 
O’er the glittering battle-field. 

But at noon the fiery sun 

Looked on the warrior dead — 

He had nobly fought, and won 
A hero’s glorious bed. 

The holy priest drew near, 

And mourned his fallen pride ; 

+ They placed him on his bier, 

His sword and shield beside. 
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O’er the features of the dead, 

They threw my Second’s fold ; 

The monks their masses said, 

* 

And the muffled death-bell tolled. 

Well may the death-bell toll ! 

The monks their masses say — 

Well may they mourn — my Whole 
Hath lost its flower to-day ! 

For he, on whose young brow, 

Should have shone the victor’s wreath, 
Rests the cold tomb below, 

And sleeps the sleep of death. 
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Sbong. 

Our olden times are past and gone, 

Our olden fancies banished ; 

And many a friendly look and tone, 

And friendly form are vanished. 

But drink once more for days gone by, 
Awake one ancient strain ! 

And fill the golden goblet high 
To those who yet remain ! 

And pledge again the friends of old, 

Though sods are pressed above them ; 

And think, before those hearts were cold, 
How much we used to love them ! 

More dear to them the thought shall be 
Than memory nursed with pain ! 

As thus we blend them in our glee, 

With those who yet remain! 
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“ In the midst of life, we are in death.” 

The morning broke, and not a cloud 

Obscured the heaven’s of matchless blue ; 
The red-rose from her mossy shroud 
Revealed her blushing buds to view. 

The song of birds from yonder glen 
Resounded through the balmy air, 

So sweet, I deemed that ne’er again 
Might sorrow dim a scene so fair. 

I climbed the mountain’s wooded side, 

I wandered o’er the flowery plain ; 

I watched the river’s silver tide 

* 

Flow noiseless to the heaving main. 

I saw the billows sparkle free, 

Beneath the sun’s rejoicing beam ; 

And earth, and air, and sky, and sea, 

Were glorious as a Poet’s dream. 
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Yet from yon mound the orphan’s prayer 
Borne wailing o’er the breezy lea, 

Low murmured to the exulting air, 

A tale of man’s mortality. 

Could I but weep — though flower and bird 

Breathed forth their soul in sweets and song ; 
While the same wind their joy that stirred 
Wafted the tones of grief along ! 

Could I but weep — the morning sun 
No more was beautiful to me ; 

His gorgeous beams had looked upon, 

A creature bowed with misery. 

, Oh, world of sorrow 1 who would smile 
To see thee in thy hour of mirth ; 

When all its beauties may not wile 

Death’s shadow from the sons of earth ! 

And I had risen in life and joy, 

To gaze upon a scene of woe ; 

And morning hours of bliss employ 

% 

To see the tears of anguish flow ! 

I turned me from the waving trees, 

I turned me from the sunny steep ; 

I marvelled at man’s destinies, 

And laid me on the grave — to weep. 
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9 * 

’ V 

Imperial Sborrofo. 

They told him that his child was gone 
From her home of love and light ; 

That low beneath the funeral stone, 

Her eyes were closed in night. 

They told him that the fair young flower, • 

His darling and his pride, — • 

Had withered in a foreign bower, 

And laid her down and died. 

• 

They told him there was weeping heard 
Around her as she lay ; 

That faithful hearts with woe were stirred, 

To «ee her fade away. 

They told him woman’s loving hand 
Had smoothed the dying bed ; 

That kings and princes of the land 
Had mourned the early dead. 


Digitized by Google 



IMPERIAL SORROW - 


153 


y • 

i*- 

They told him that her latest prayer 

Was faltered forth for him, 

* 

As paler waxed her forehead fair, 

And eye and lip grew dim. 

They gave the tress of golden hair, 

Her hand had severed then ; 

And tdld him from that last sweet care, 
She never spoke again. 

They told him of the proud array, 

With sable steed and plume; 

That bore his daughter’s form away, 

To sleep within the tomb. 

They told him of the masses said, 
y The strains of chanted prayer, 

Above the stone where lowly laid 
The fairest of the fair. 

They told him all — he shuddering stood, 
And listened as they spoke ; 

On his dark cheek the varying blood 
Witnessed how deep the stroke. 

He took the tress with trembling hand, 
He bowed his royal brow ; 

And from his sight the mourning band 
He bade in accents low. 
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He was alone — perchance a tide 
Of burning teardrops gushed ; 

Perchance the vain rebellious pride, 
His throbbing temples flushed. 

Perchance before his chastening God, 
He knelt in suppliant pain ; — 

None knew the path his spirit trod, — 
He never smiled again. 

Oh, Kaiser ! raise thy brow once more, 
Look forth upon the land ! 

See’st thou the wild Siberiati shore, 
The savage, servile band ? 

Let not the plaints of fruitless gloom 
Ring through thy palace fair ; 

But think upon thy daughter’s tomb, 
And nerve thy heart to bear ! 

And not to bear alone — a voice 
Speaks from the tomb to thee, 

Bidding thee make the slave rejoice, 
And let the oppressed go free. 

Remember her who prayed for those, 
Thy mighty hand laid low ; 

And ere the grave for thee unclose, 
Redeem thy land from woe ! 


Digitized by Google 



TIIE FLOWER OF KIAPHAR. 155 


®f)e Jplofocr of Btap&ar. 

FROM THE ARABIC. 

In the gardens of Kiaphar bloometh a flower, 

Whom the sun seeks to woo through her palm-woven 
bower ; 

She hath eyes large and dark like the bounding gazelle, 
But more soft on my vision their wild glances dwell ; 

As pure and as clear as the sea-drop that shines 
In the shell that is gathered from ocean’s rich mines. 

The Arab flies fast o’er the sand covered plain, 

From the lance of the foeman his shelter to gain : 

His barb rusheth on to the green spot afar, 

More swift in his flight than yon waterfalls are, — 

But the breath of my flower comes sweet o’er the plain, 
And he pauses to breathe its young fragrance again. 

The simoon blows on till all odours depart 
Save the breath of that blossom from Ahmedy’s heart ; 
By the side of yon fountain the gem ye may meet, 
Where the murmurless waters flow on at her feet. 

Then maiden, oh, maiden ! now read me the name 
That your ancestors bore in their annals of fame ; 

And I the sweet name of the floweret will tell 
That bloometh in beauty in Kiaphar’s dell ! 
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„ Fersrs, 

FROM THE ARABIC. 

• 

Ah ! now while thy slight form is graceful and fair, 
Beloved of my bosom — oh, hearken my prayer ! 

And give me thy heart ere love passes away, 

For love, like thy beauty, must yield to decay. 
Believe me, that beauty will vanish and fade, 

And never with mortal her sceptre has staid. 

• 

They have likened thine eyes to the planets of night, 
But no stars in yon heaven e’er sparkled so bright; 
The light reeds are bending the zephyr beneath, 

As they yield to each sound of his varying breath ; 
But thou, who art like them in lightness and grace, 
See’st bending before thee the whole human race. 

If the pangs of my bosom are pleasure to thine, 
Torment me, oh, maiden ! thy joy shall be mine ; 

If no love in thy young heart is pleading for me, 

If my life thou demandest, — oh, so let it be! 

Take, take it, beloved, it all is thine own, 

And for each vanished folly the gift shall atone. 
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* 

The willow in envy shall bend its sad brow 

Whene’er my beloved is passing below ; 

The rose bows in sorrow its beautiful head, 

When it sees on thy soft cheek the bright blushing red; 

And I gaze on thy face, ''and these hot tears reveal, 

Thou hast wounded a heart that none other may heal. 

% 

When the night gathers round me, I see shadowed there 
But the dark waving locks of thy ringletted hair ; 

When the day wakes the earth to rejoice in its sight, 
Thy brow shineth fortlrthrough the life-giving light; 
Like the aloe thou rearest thy young head on high, 

And thy soft breath embalmeth the zephyr’s low' sigh. 

She comes, the beloved one ! in sunshine and grace, 

But a veil floateth dark o’er her beautiful face ; 

The valley of Nakas no palm tree may show, 

To vie with the light form that glideth below. 

She lifts with her white hand the veil from her cheek, 
And they murmur around her — “ who art thou, oh, 
speak ! 

“ Hath the lightning of heaven come down from on high, 
“ Or the Arab illumined his fire in thine eye? ” 
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“ How would you be, 

If he, which is the top of judgment, should 
But judge you as you are i O, think on that ; 

And mercy then will breathe within your lips.” 

SliAKSFEARE. 


They brought her forth — her golden hair 
In mournful tresses hung ; 

Above that form of beauty rare, 

The penance sheet was flung. 

She raised those eyes of matchless blue, 
Affrighted to the sky ; 

Then wildly all around her threw, 

A glance of agony. 

I knew her when her steps were light 
The mountain paths along ; 

I knew her when her spirit bright 
Broke forth in joyous song. 

I knew her when she sunk to sleep 
Upon a mother’s breast; 

When fondly bent her sire to keep 
His vigils o’er her rest. 
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Woe to the hand that plucked the flower, 
Relentless from its stay ; 

Woe to the fatal bridal hour, 

That bore our gem away ! 

Woe to the stern and haughty brow 
That bent its frown on her — 

That taught her woman’s pride to bow, 
Her fragile steps to err ! 

I saw her in her guilty prime, 

A fair and gentle thing ; 
f I read upon her brow the crime, 

I felt the suffering. 

I saw the blood unbidden rush 
In blushes to her cheek ; • 

I saw the tear of anguish gush, 

And tell what none might speak. 

He who can paint the morning star, 

May paint her lustrous eye ; 

Only more mild, more radiant far 
Than aught that gems the sky. 

The white rose blossomed on her brow, 
Her monarch’s emblem fair ; 

Her lip — the bright and “ blushing foe ” 
Threw rival beauty there. 
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No voice like hers was ever heard, 

So soft each murmur fell ; 

Clear as the warble of a bird, 

Sweet as a music bell. 

And ever on her accents hung 
A charm beyond their tone ; 

When with persuasive words she clung, 
Around her lover’s throne. 

Spirit of mercy ! at her prayer , 4 

What anguished tears were stayed ; 

What captives by her gracious care 
Were free and happy made ! 

How many a child was sent by her, 
Home to its mother’s breast ; 

How many a weary wanderer 
Was guided to his rest ! 

Lovely and yet not pure — alas ! 

That such her life should be ; 

Before my gaze the visions pass 
Of careless infancy ; 

Of maiden beauty blooming bright, 

Of guilty power and state ; 

And last of all, that fearful night 
That closed her book of fate. 
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They brought her forth — her cheek was pale, 
Her white hands clasped in vain ; 

Her blue eyes spoke a woeful tale 
Of penitence and pain. 

Her faint low breathing went and came 
Through lips no murmur crossed ; 

She saw the heralds of her shame, 

And knew that all was lost. 

All, all was lost; she knew too well 
No voice might frame a prayer, 

No lips of beauty wreathe a spell, 

To move the tyrant there. 

The ordeal past, and paler still 
Grew lip, and cheek, and eye ; 

And to the dust, benumbed and chill, 

The victim sunk to die. 
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Though awhile the foes retreating 
Hide their baffled ranks afar ; 

We may court no farther meeting, 

Wearied with disastrous war. 

Faint and few, though loyal hearted, 

Dare we seek the strife again, 

Where the gallant hosts departed 
Fell on yonder bloody plain ! 

Aye ! though many a brow is shrouded, 
Many a faulchion sheathed in clay ; 

Though the heavens are black and clouded, 
Naught shall rend our faith away. 

Wake once more the martial numbers, 
Spread your banners to the sky ! 

By our comrades’ glorious slumbers, 

We will give them graves, or die ! 
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“ The bird is dead 

“ That ire have made so much on.” — S hakspeare. 


Oh, Spring, beloved Spring ! again 

We greet thee from thy sunny nest ; 

With leaves and flowers to deck the plain, 

And violets for the maiden’s breast. 

Blue as her own more lovely eyes 

They glimmer from their leafy gloom ; 

While soft their fragrant breathings rise, 

As pleading for their purple bloom. 

In vain ye plead, oh, virgin flowers! 

Than summer’s queen! iest rose more dear ; 

A form hath vanished from our bowers, — 

In vain ye plead — she is not here ! 

Cold blew the blast for many a night, 

Chill woke the morn for many a day ; 

The green earth wore its shroud of white, 

And she, our loved one, pined away. 
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She listened for the brook’s low voice, 

She listened for the bird’s gay song ; 

But naught her young heart to rejoice, 

Murmured the dark brown woods among. 

She looked around — no flowers were near, 
No heather bent beneath her tread ; 

The lily of her pride was sere, 

The garland of her hope was dead. 

She died — oh, violets ! ask no more, 

Ye were not here her tomb to dress ; 

The north wind came with deafening roar, 
And sung the dirge of loveliness. 

Oh, gales of Spring ! where were ye then, 

She called on ye in vain to save ; 

We bore her through the snow-clad glen, 

We laid her in her icy grave. 

And now ye come, like some blue gleam, 

That brightens when the day is done ; 

Some last sweet blessing of a dream, 

That flashes as the night is gone ! 
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Breeze, flowerets, sunshine, music — all, 

Ye breathe your glories round my head ; 
Oh ! could ye but the past recall ! 

Return, return — for she is dead ! 


Canzonet. 

FROM THE ITALIAN. 

“ Ti poso, fior amabile, 

• Su l’urna del mio ben ; 

Ma qui sarai mutabile 
Come nel suo bel sen.” 

* 

I twine thee, loveliest blossom, 
Around my lost one’s tomb! 
And here, as in her bosom, 

Too changeful is thy bloom. 

The warmth of that fair haven 
Might pale each rosy shade ; 
But, ah ! beneath these shadows, 
Thy dying petals fade ! 
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©f )c Counter’s Betum. 

Suggested by a passage in the life of Marshal Ney. 

They stood beneath the linden tree, 

A sad and anxious band ; 

For the fairest of their gathered forms 
Had left his father-land. 

The mother’s eye had gazed its last, 

On her young boy’s golden hair ; 

And the evening breezes echoed still, 

The father’s parting prayer. 

He had not gone where sparkling gems 
In Indian rivers shine ; 

He had not gone where riches spring 
As from a golden mine. 

Not to the sweet and sunny south. 

His lonely steps had strayed ; 

Why should he leave his own bright land, 
His home-tree’s native shade ? 
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THE SOLDIER’* RETURN. 


Dark were the clouds that seemed to shade 
That gallant spirit’s way ; 

His eye alone could pierce their depths, 
And hail the coming day. * 

The mother saw her loved one bend 
Beneath the foeman’s glaive ; — 

He saw the laurel wreathe his brow, 

The Bravest of the Brave ! 


He heard his emperor’s magic words 
Kindle each heart to life ; ; 

He saw the victor’s banner wave 
High o’er the glorious strife. 

He heard his own, his honoured name, 
Above the battle cry ; 

And felt that on that field of fame 
T’were bliss to live or die. 


4 



These were the boy’s young dreams of hope, 
They did not comfort those, 

Who stood beneath the linden tree, 

That troubled evening’s close. 

There was the voice of weeping heard, 

While lonely o’er the plain, 

The swift steps of the wanderer past, 

Who turned not back again. 
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And years rolled on — a few fair forms 
Had faded from the earth ; 

And rarely in his father’s home 
Were heard the tones of mirth. 

They mourned in vain their absent one, 
With his bearing firm and high 

His waving hair and his cloudless brow, 
And clear and dauntless eye. 

The old man wandered forth one morn, 
To listen to the breeze ; 

That whispered as it passed along 
The green and rustling trees ; 

He listened, and he heard a sound 
Of music borne afar ; 

He looked, and saw a gorgeous train, 
The pageantry of war. 

He saw the banners floating fair, 

He saw a snow-white plume ; 

-A. 

He heard the shouts of multitudes, 

He heard the cannon’s boom. 

Nearer they came ; in vain for him, 
Shone forth the pomp of war : — 

One stately form, one milk-white steed, 
The rest— he saw no more ! 
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THE SOLDIER’S RETORN. 


The soldier’s eye is wet with tears, 

But tears of deeper joy, 

Than all the bliss that childhood’s years 
May grant the eager boy. 

What were to him the glories past, 

The victor’s proud array, — 

Save that within one heart at last * 
That fame was stored away ! 

The hopes of years were in those tears, 
As from his barb he sprung ; 

And yearningly that earnest gaze 
Upon his father hung. 

The friends of youth looked forth awhile, 
And told of battles won ; — 

The father met that tearful smile, 

And sobbed : “ my son, my son ! ” 6 
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®fje Beat!) of 52Rflltam Hufus. 

“ Bring hither, bring hither my dark grey steed, 

Bring hither my quiver and bow ! 

And I will away to the New Forest, 

To hunt the bounding roe. 

V 

“ Bring hither, bring hither my garb of green, 

Bring hither my plume of white ; 

And call from his slumbers Sir Walter Tyrrell, 

That blithe and trusty Knight. 

* 

“ Bring hither, bring hither my stag hounds fleet, 

My archers in brave array ; « 

And mine eyes the rising sun shall greet 
In the greenwood far away.” 

Then forth stepped one from the Norman’s train : 

“ King William — oh, listen to me ! 

I bid thee beware of the New Forest, 

Beware of the greenwood tree ! ” 
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“ Ah ! merry it is on the sunny plain 
To hear the bugle horn ; 

But merrier sounds the hunter's strain, 

Through the leafy arches borne. 

• * 

% 

* 

“ And I must away to the New Forest, 

To chase the antlered deer ; 

For it is my royal will to be 
To-day a forestere !” 

* 

And away have sped the archers free 
Through the breezy morning air ; 

And their green array was gay to see, 

Their waving feathers fair. 

And now they have reached the first green glade 
The forest shades among ; 

And have drawn their reins by the old oak tree, 
And their trusty cross-bows strung. 

Then forth from a dark and gloomy path 
A trembling woman came ; 

“ Tell me what title this bold knight hath, 

Oh, read me true his name ! ” 
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“ Oh, this is the peer of knight and baron, 

The king of all the land ; 

And he comes to hunt in the New Forest, 
With his merry archer band.” 

* 

The woman’s cheek waxed wan and pale, 
But her eye flashed darkly bright ; 
“Thou may’st be king, oh, William Rufus! 
But thou art no gallant knight. 

“ Yet hie thee away from the New Forest, 

Or thou wijt meet with harm ; 

For the curse of those that have perished here 
Hath worked a deadly charm. 


“ By the blood of boys and grey-haired men, 
By hearths left, desolate ; 

By the tears of young and gentle maids, 

1 read thy bloody fate. 

“ Like the speeding of an arrow swift 
The avenging blow shall come ; 

And the hand of one that is true of heart 
Shall work thy sudden doom.” 
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THE DEATH OF WILLIAM RUFUS. 


Then spake the knight, Sir Walter Tyrrell ; 

“ Return, my liege, return ! 

And leave this crazed and helpless one 
A little space to mourn. 

* 

“ The sun shines fair on the open plain, 

Thy falcon’s flight is free ; 

Beware to-day of the New Forest, 

Beware of the greenwood tree ! ” 

“Now shame, Sir Walter Tyrrell, on thee, 
My gallant sport to stay ! 

The fate this Saxon reads for me, 

Herself shall meet to-day. 

\ 

“ Give her short space for prayer, my men ! 
And a collar for her neck; 

A collar made of the cross-bow’s string, 

Her rebel speech to check.” 

* * 

«• 

The Rufus stood with a bitter smile 
Her struggling lips to see ; y 

And they left the strangled woman there, 
Beneath the old oak tree. 
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And on they went through the gay greenwood 
When the wicked deed was done ; 

And home they turned with a booty fair 
At close of setting sun. 

» 

And as they came by the old oak tree, 

They saw a milk-white doe ; 

My quiver hath failed,” quoth King William ; 
“ Sir Walter, bend thy bow. 


Bend, bend thy bow, Sir Walter Tyrrell ! 

Thou shalt not say me nay ; ” 

Sir Walter drew, and the setting sun 
Shot forth a blinding ray. 

* * 

And the arrow glanced at the milk-white doe, 

And glanced at the greenwood tree ; 

And it turned from both to the fiery king, 

Like a flash of lightning free. 

It pierced the vest of broidered green, 

It drank the red heart’s blood ; 

And Sir Walter stood, a regicide, 

In the lone and darkling wood. 
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* • 

And he heard a low voice murmur forth, 

As he turned him round to flee ; 

Saying : “ Beware of the New Forest, 

Beware of the greenwood tree ! ” 

* 

9 

* . 

Inscription for a fountain. 

“ Hujus Nymph® loci, sacri custodia fontis, ” &c. 

Be hushed ! the Nymph, the last remaining daughter* 
Of the fair forms of Greek’s golden days, 

Sleeps, lullabied by this soft gushing water, 

That from her um in murmured music strays. 

All ruder sounds be far from her sweet sleeping ! 
Uteal noiseless to the fountain’s marble brink ; 

r>i 

And evermore a sacred stillness keeping, 

In silence gaze ; in silence lave and drink ! 
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iStrt^ag Ferses. ' 

Joy to thee, Maiden ! 

Joy to the day, 

% That beareth another 

Sweet blossom away ! 

One year from the garland 
Of girlhood’s bright hours ; 

■ * One breath from its perfumes, 
One bud from its flowers. 

■ > ■ 

\ 

Oh, mourn not its beauty, 

The spring hath not fled ; 

i 

She hath moments as precious 
As those that are dead. 

, Soft shines the spirit 

Of youth in thine eye ; 

And clearly the accents 
Of hope warble by. 
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Dark are the tresses 

Thy young brow enwreathing; 

Sweet from thy red lip 

The glad tones are breathing. 

Graceful and bounding 

Thy step treads the earth ; 

All things around thee 
Speak music and mirth. 

Maiden, sweet Maiden, 

Joy to thee now ! 

Stem brows are yearning 
Before thee to bow. 

Proud hearts have yielded 
Beneath thy light sway ; 

And gay ones are sighing 
Their lightness away. 

Eyes that have watched thee 
From infancy’s years, 

Gaze on thy loveliness, 

Even to tears. 

No harm may wound thee, 

Whilst they are nigh ; 

Smile on the present, 

Ere it pass by ! 
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Joy! oh, how joyous 
Life is to thee ! 

Truth and affection, 

Beauty and glee. 

Cares that approach thee 
Love wards away — 
Tremble, oh, Maiden, 

All must decay! 

O’er all that love thee 
Sorrow must creep ; 
Thou wilt weep over 
Death’s icy sleep. 

Those that adore thee 

Must yield to the tomb, 
And age fling before thee 
Its shadow of gloom. 

Said I, — oh, Maiden, 

Mourn not to-day ? — 
Aye ! and for ever 
■Hope be thy stay ! » 
Death must enfold them, 
Those star-beaming eyes 
And cold is the grave-bed, — 
But thine are the skies ! 
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Isle of springs. 

Why should I weep — the dreams are past 
That youth’s vain fancies round me cast ; 
The stream of Lethe flowed between 
The faded banks where flowers had been ; 
Forgotten were the hopes and fears, 

The visions of my earlier years, — 

And I had deemed that ne’er again 
Should memory wake to joy or pain. 

Long in a cold and stranger clime 
I lingered, till tlie hand of time, 

Had buried half her fainter flowers 
Beneath oblivion’s icy showers. 

And though my heart no sorrow proved 
Amid the loving and the loved, 

I dreamed that Nature’s charms were o’er, 
And love of country was no more. 




THE ISLE OF SPRINGS. 


It is not so — I see the light 
Shine forth with beams as Warmly bright, 
As those, which in my native bowers, 
Awakened childhood’s rosy hours ; 

I see jthe greenwood waving still 
O’er gushing fount and flowing rill ; 

And I am not too old to grieve 
O’er all the glorious scenes I leave. 

I see the far blue mountains rearing 
Their kingly summits to the skies ; 

I see the robe those skies are wearing 
Almost too bright for human eyes. 

The golden fruit on every tree 
Is fair and beautiful to see ; 

The palm lifts high his crowned brow 
Above the buds that bloom below? 

Yet these are not the flowers that, twining 
Around my life’s young pathway, grew ; 
Not these the skies that once were shining 
Above the hills my childhood knew. 
Not these the waves, whose sullen roar 
Resounded by my native shore ; 

Not these the woods, in whose wild bowers 
I sought the summer’s earliest flowers. 
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No ! brighter far these skies are burning, 
More gloriously these mountains rise ; 

't 

And to this land my heart is yearning 
With deeper love and mightier ties. 
More fair are all the scenes I see 
Than those they vision back to me ; 

And bitterly these tears shall tell 
How dear the land, how strong the spell. 

Yet not for all thy sunny glory, 

Not for thy day-god’s burning light, 
Not for thy glens and mountains hoary, 

Not for thy stars of southern night, — 
Not for thy woods and flowery gleams, 

Not for thy gently flowing streams, — 

No ! not alone for these bright things, — 

I love thee, Isle of thousand springs ! 

Though softly steals the breeze of morning 
Through groves of orange and of palm ; 
Through every leaf, those groves adorning, 
Breathes forth its soul in odorous balm : 
Though spicy fragrance dwells beside 
The tall pimento’s shadowy pride, — 

A sweeter spell my heart shall bind 
Long to the land for which I pined. 



Digitized by Google 



184 


THE ISLE OF SPRINGS. 


And I — when holy stars are keeping 
«. A silent vigil o’er the deep, 

And other eyes are closed in sleeping, 

Then shall I wake to watch and weep. 
To weep for those whose guardian hand 
Has led me safe from land to land ; 

To watch to see the planet glow 
Which lights afar each honoured brow. 

Yet thanks to thee ! — that thou hast given 
One blessing still my life to cheer ! 

The love that death had well-nigh riven, 
Still shineth on, undimmed and clear. 

I weep, to leave my household band ; 

' I weep, to leave thee, loveliest land ! 

But sterner grief, and bitterer tears, 

Thou, thou hast spared my early years. 

Farewell, farewell ! the tears are blinding 
The eyes that vainly seek to gaze, 
Where still thy distant shore is winding, 

In palm-fringed heights and silvery bays. 
Oh, beautiful and sunny Isle, 

A blessing on thy parting smile ! 

No mist shall dim, no cloud shall be 
To shade my memory of thee ! 
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V 

Sbong. 

(DO VIEUX FEANgAIS.) 

“ C’est quit a quit et bons amis.” 

Your humour hath not angered me, 

In truth, to know you faithless, 

A cause of gratulance should be, 

Since I retreat as scatheless. 

. I thought that time such end would show, 

So we are friends, and equal now. 


My love to you did only range 
A fickle heart to strike ; 

For I am subject too to change, 

And each must love his like. 

And thus no crime this breach shall show, 
So we are friends, and equal now. 
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©eatf) of prince lEustate. 

He bent him o’er the dying bed, 

The sunset seemed to throw 

A glory round the noble head, 

The pale and tranquil brow ; 

There was a radiance in the eye, 

Though faint and dim it shone ; 

The struggle with mortality 

Had past — and death had won. 

King Stephen bent him o’er his child, 

His first-born and his last ; 

Upon whose birth the mother smiled 
As her young spirit past. 

In whose dark eyes the mother’s gleamed, 
Upon whose lip was shed, 

The smile of beauty that had beamed 
On hers — the lost, the dead ! 
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He thought upon the first sweet word 
That breathed the princely boy, — 
Clear as the warble of a bird, 

And beautiful as joy : 

Father — once more he heard the tone 
Thrill to his widowed heart ; 

And now he saw the cherished one • 
Before his eyes depart. 

“ Thou God of heaven — oh, hear my prayer, 
Behold my anguished tears ! * 

Oh, leave not now to wild despair 
The evening of my years ; 

Spare, spare my child — my hope, my life, 
The only star that blest 
A lifetime of remorse and strife, 

A dark and lonely breast ! 

“ The crown is fitted for his brow. 

The sceptre for his hand ; 

A glorious country, yielded now, 

Awaits his sole command. 

My son, my son — if I have sinned, 

T ’was for his sake alone ; 

And he, the glory of his kind, 

Shall for that sin atone. 
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“ Behold him where in death he lies, 

So calm, so meekly bright, — 

A host of precious memories 
Still darken o’er my sight. 

I cannot pray, I can but weep, 

T urn not these tears to stone ; 

If Thou this truant heart would keep, 
Oh, Father ! spare my son ! ” 

“ Hush thee, oh, father ! be thou still ! 

I may not weep again 
To perish from a world of ill, 

Of agony and pain. 

And yet, to see those hot tears gush, 
From eyes so proud as thine ; 

To see such grief thy temples flush, — 
Thy sorrow must be mine ! 

“ Father, oh, father ! by the love 
That never can depart, — 

That reigneth still all fears above 
Within this pulseless heart; 

That love, which till this moment gave 
No trace of earth-born pain, 

That bears me on beyond the grave, — 
We two shall meet again ! ” 
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King Stephen veiled his royal head, 
And bent as to the storm ; 

While to the couch the pages led 
A young and princely form. 

A child in whose dark eyes there stood 
The light of future years ; 

And on whose cheek the Norman blood 
Was all undimmed by fears. 

They led him to his foeman’s side, 

He came with dauntless tread ; 

He stood by him whose sword defied 
His mother’s crowned head. 

But when he saw the slight, fair frame 
That rested dying there ; 

He murmured but his cousin’s name, 
And knelt in silent prayer. 

He saw the usurping king no more, 

The guards that round him stood ; 

He saw the Death that lingered o’er 
A scion of his blood. 

He saw a smile of angel light, 

A brow of seraph grace ; 

And felt that there was gathering night 
Upon that glorious face. 
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“ Father ! ” those accents broke again 
The silence of the room ; 

“ Wake from thy dreams of grief and pain, 
Of death and early doom. 

This form, enshrouded in the grave, 

Shall live once more for thee ; 

Death o’er thy love no power shall have, — 
Thy second Eustace see ! 

“ Behold the child, whose eye is bright 
With Norman pride like thine ; 

Behold and treasure in thy sight, 

Each feature of thy line. 

Are they not ours — from whence that brow, 
Those locks of raven hair ? 

Oh, Henry ! raise those dark eyes now, 
Father ! behold thine heir ! 

“ And when the light of earlier days 
Comes rushing to thy heart ; 

And memory, with her viyid rays 
A pang would fain impart, 

Look on this boy — oh, to thy breast v 
Clasp him in fondness now ; 

Ere the last touch of death hath prest 
His signet on my brow. 


i 
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THE DEATH OF PRINCE ‘EUSTACE. 


“ Ah ! could my faltering lips declare 
All I have felt for him ; 

The thoughts that turned my joy to care, 
Aftd made my diadem dim ! 

It is in vain — but at this hour, 

My latest pleadings hear ! 

Oh, father ! hath my prayer no power, 

The last that meets thine ear ! ” 

t 

The father turned — the burning flush 
Passed o’er his fevered cheek ; 

And from his dark eye seemed to gush 
The words he could not speak. 

The boy’s fair arms were round him flung, 
His lip his hand had pressed ; 

And with a son’s young love he clung 

To Stephen’s soldier breast. 

• 

A light illumed the sufferer’s brow, 

A faint and dying gleam ; 

As from the couch the sunset glow 
Fled with a rosy beam. 

Soft pillowed on the monarch’s arm, 

He clasped young Henry’s hand ; 

And, grief succeeding to alarm, 

Night gathered o’er the land. 




* 


THE DEATH OF PRINCE EUSTACE. 193 


And o'er the dead : — the face was pale, 
To marble changed the cheek ; 

And fragrant breathed the evening gale 
O’er lips no more Jo speak. 

The soft sealed eye had closed forever, 
The snow-white hand was still ; 

And cold that heart, whose pulses never 
Had beat for deeds of ill. 

They parted then — the king and child, — 
But evermore the past 

Hung round their souls its fetters mild. 
And bound them to the last. 

The warrior monarch drooped and died, 
The boy sat on his throne ; 

But owned that England’s fairest pride, 
And noblest prince was gone ! * 


* Some apology is perhaps necessary for the want of historical 
truth in this ballad; and yet, how many there are with less 
foundation ! 
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Intrian iffiotfw’s Beatf) Sbong. 

Why should I mourn for thee, child of my bosom ! 

Why should I weep o’er thy grass-covered tomb ; 

Why should I grieve o’er the lily’s white blossom, 

Fled ere a blight had empoisoned its bloom ! 

When the young bird unfolds to the noonday his 
pinion, 

He must gather his food in the desert afar ; 

He seeks, and he finds in his dear-bought dominion 

How bitter the fruits of the wilderness are. 

And thou — thou hast known not the tear-drops of 
sorrow, 

Thou hast felt but the smiles of the morning’s 
bright ray ; 

And the storm that shall wail round our dwellings 
to-morrow, 

Shall rend not the joys of thy slumber away. 
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Like the rose-bud, that dies ere its breast is unshrouded, 
And bows in its fragrance its moss-mantled head ; 
Thou hast past, oh, my son ! with thy beauty unclouded, 
And innocence sleeps in the arms of the dead. 

Oh, blessed are those who have felt not the yearning, 
For more than the smiles that a mother may give ! 
To the Land of the Spirits all guileless returning, 
They mourn not, save over the wretched who live ! 


& fragment. 

* 


“ Here in this island we arrived; and here 
“ Have I, thy schoolmaster, made thee more profit 
“ Than other princes can, that have more time 
“ For vainer hours, and tutors not so careful." 

Shakspeakk 


A mind was hers ; a mind whose light 
Flashed forth at times divinely bright ; 
A face so fair, — its smile was worth 
The laughter of the whole glad earth ; 
A voice so sweet, — its seraph thrill 
A mother’s mourning heart might still. 



Digitized by Google 




196 A FRAGMENT. 


She loved to read the starry skies, 

To learn their midnight mysteries ; 

She lingered on the rocky steep 
To list the moaning of the deep ; 

She wandered o’er the lonely hills 
To catch the music of the rills. 

She knew full many a song of old 
Of bright eyed dames, and warriors bold; 
And not unskilled in deeper lore, 

She trod that wild and lonely shore. 

For wise and philosophic thought 
Its treasures to her soul had brought ; 

And, day by day, she grew and learned 
The knowledge feebler minds had spurned : 
And mixed with each poetic dream, 

Were blendings of a sager theme. 

Secure in learning’s sacred bowers, 

The student wiles the lonely hours ; 

And gathers from each antique tome, 

Rich lessons for his classic home. 

How could he fail — while all around 
The science breathes a spell profound ? 
And masters of the mightier past, 

Their mantles o’er his spirit cast ! 
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Few were her books — but from those few, 
A fount of living light she drew ; 

That brightened every dreary plain, 

And brought the past to life again. 

Then nature’s pages, opened free, 

Showed many a sweet variety ; 

The key was given, and clear and fair, 

The hand of God was written there. 

yi 

No more to her the lonely wood 
Was silent in its solitude ; 

No more to her the dreaming deep 
Was voiceless in its murmuring sleep ; 

No more the moonlight on the bay 
A fair but fruitless picture lay ; 

No more the dews of evening fell 
Unheeded on the grassy dell ; 

No more a floweret bloomed anew 
But from its leaves fresh lore she drew. 
When through the pines the wild-wind past, 
She heard strange accents in the blast ; 

And in onr lone and hushed abode, 

She told the wonders of her God. 
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&& Beenes of TOUjfjoolr. 

“ Tu torni ben ; ma teco 
Non tornano i sereni 
E fortunati di delle mie gioje. 


Tu quella sei, tu quella 
Ch’eri pur dianzi si vezzosa e bella ; 

Ma non son is giA quel ch’un tempo fill." 

Guarihi. 

' i 
t 

And ye are lovely as of old, 

Scenes where my childhood grew ! 

The lake, whose crested billows rolled 
Above their depths of blue. 

The wild, deep woods, the heathy moor, 

The river, stream, and rill, 

Each in the murmuring tones of yore 
My soul with music fill. 

The same sweet heavens — as blue and bright 
As o’er my youth they shone ; 

From yon old castle’s ruined height, 

No crumbling turret gone. 

I 

! 
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The same dark mountain, rearing proud 
Its time-worn summit yet ; 

And, girt with the same mantling cloud, 
The royal eagle set. 

Ye are the same — but in my heart 
There dwells a world of change ; 

And all your glories but impart 
A feeling cold and strange. 

To me the woods and rushing streams, 
The wild and beauteous shore, 

Are shadows of remembered dreams, 
For I am young no more ! 
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Art thou true to me, love, 
Art thou true to me ? 


True, perhaps, as dew, love, 

To the greenwood tree. 

When the summer sun, love, 
Springs to greet the day, 

Swift the pearly dew, love, 
Glideth from its stay. 

I will woo no more, love, 

I will woo no more ; 

Where is now the smile, love, 
That those sweet lips wore ! 

’ Tis not faded yet, love, 

Only turned from me ; 

For a rival now, love, 

Brings his gifts to thee. 
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*• What had I to give, love ? 

Nought but blossoms bright ; 
Flowery wreaths by day, love, 
Madrigals by night ! 

Only one true heart, love, 

Which was all thine own; 

All its fervent faith, love, 

Pledged to thee alone. 

* 

And my rival brings, love, 

Jewels rich and rare ; 

Robes of broidered silk, love, 

* 

Pearls to deck thy hair. 

Not a heart like mine, love, 

Not a heart like mine ; 

But who would care for hearts, love, 
Beneath a golden shrine ! 

Fare thee well for aye, love, 
Woman’s heart was made, 

Like the summer sky, love, 
Changing light and shade. 

I have seen the light, love, 

Swiftly fleeting by ; 

Now I meet the shade, love, 

Fare thee well for aye ! 
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^Ffjc /flaftren’s Dirge. 

She sleeps not where her fathers sleep 
Beneath their sculptured crest ; 

She found her burial place the deep, 

The waves her home of rest. 

The wild, wild sea 
Wails fitfully 

O’er that young brow, that loving maiden breast. 

No drooping banners o’er her head 
In crimson garlands fall ; 

Upon her grave no sisters spread 
The flowery coronal. 

But sea-snakes twine, 

And soft pearls shine, 

And sea-weed floats around her for a pall. 

Fair was her cheek as yonder skies, 

Her sunny eyes as bright ; 

Of all her household deities, 

The blessed and blessing light. 

And shroudless now, 

She sleeps below, 

Those soft tones hushed, those sweet eyes closed in night. 
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Her sire bends o’er her vacant chair, 

Her mother sits alone ; 

Her only cry of anguish : “ where 
Is she, my daughter, gone ! ” 

Aye, thou art lone ; 

A lonelier one 

Lies where the waves unheeded make their moan. 

Oh, virgin flower ! and was there near 
No human hand to save, 

To shield thee from thy watery bier, 

The cold and sullen wave ! 

None heard thy cry 
Of agony 

Ere the wild surges whelmed thee in the grave. 

Be hushed, ye tempests ! hushed and still ; 

Your ruthless part is played ! 

Ye have given to the ocean’s chill, 

The pure and peaceful maid. 

Be hushed ! the tears, 

And sighs of years 

May wake not her, where lowly she is laid ! 
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<5rabe of jpmn&sfitjj. 


“ I talk of friends who once have wept, 

As if they still should weepj 
I speak of grief that long has slept, 

As if it could not sleep ; 

I mourn o’er cold forgetfulness, 

Have I, myself, forgotten less?” — L. E. L. 


And I have looked upon thy grave, — 
A few wild buds have sprung ; 

But no memorial flowerets wave 
The rustling grass among. 

1 look upon the curtaining sod, 

With cold and tearless eye ; 

And o’er the paths we two have trod, 
I pass in silence by. 

We two, who in the summer tide 
Roamed hill and glen together ; 

And lay at evening side by side, 

To sleep amid the heather. 
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We two — whose morning song arose 
In mingled notes of glee ; 

And who, at twilight’s hallowed close, 
Together bent the knee. 

Oh, faithful friend ! I may not weep, 

Yet deem not that my breast, 

Hath hushed each memory to sleep, 
Whose grief might break its rest. 

It is not that my heart is sere, 

Though age has cast a spell, 

That checks the sudden starting tear 
Back to its frozen cell. 

I know not how — my soul is bowed 
With anguish and amaze; 

And weakly meets the opposing crowd 
Of memory’s olden days. 

I cannot choose but weep to see 
How dim those shadows are ; 

Faint, far, and pale they gleam to me, 

As evening’s earliest star. 

Oh, welcome tears — yet selfish still, 
What thought hath brought ye forth ? 

The thought that in the dark grave’s chill, 
He hath returned to earth ? 
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Ah, no ! the thought of failing mind, 

Of senses cold and dim, — 

Back to your source, oh, tears unkind, 

Ye do not fall for him ! 

Farewell, farewell ! I may not stay, 

The lesson is in vain ! 

A few short years — beneath the clay. 

We two shall meet again. , 

And I, who in life’s opening bloom, 

Sprang forth thy step to hear, r 

Now turn me from thy warning tomb, 

With shuddering and with fear. 
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®|)c lEdtpsc. 

I saw the pale moon in her pride 

Walk stately o’er the midnight sky ; 

I saw the awful shadow glide 
Above that brow of majesty. 

I saw the hurrying clouds make way, 

For shades more mighty than their own ; 

The stars had veiled each flickering ray. 
And left the queenly orb alone. 

Dark, darker fell the phantom dread 
On the pure disk, the argent shield ; 

And as it came with noiseless tread, 

The planets sought the azure field. 

Bright glittering gems ! they joyed to rove 
Unrivalled through the rifled air ; 

No nobler monarch to reprove 

Their gay and careless flittings there. 
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A little while — and as it came, 

The sable shadow-slowly fled; 

And o’er the heaven’s blue arch the same, 
The queen of night resumed her tread. 

The dark clouds gathered o’er the sky, 

But kept their dusky veils from her ; 

While sadly glimmered, far and high, 

Each dimmed and distant wanderer. 

And, Lady ! thus, when grief and pain 
Have bowed thy matchless form awhile, 

The fainter flowers of earth again 

Give to the world their fleeting smile. 

But when thy regal brow once more 
Shall rise upon these hearts of ours, 

Their reign shall vanish as before, 

Like that of yonder starry showers. 
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©be Song of tfje last &bencrrrage. 

FROM CHATEAUBRIAND. 

t 


“ Le roi don Juan, 

Un jour chevauchant," &c. 


The monarch Don Juan 
Rode fast o’er the plain ; 

He saw on the mountain 
Grenada of Spain. 

He cried to the city : 

“ Thou pride of the land ! 

I give thee my heart, 

I will give thee my hand. 

“ I will give thee a bride-gift, 
If thou wilt be mine, 

Cordova and Seville, 

Fair Bride ! shall be thine. 

And gorgeous attire, 

And pearls from the sea ; 

With cities and palaces. 
Destined to thee.” 
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Grenada thus answered ; 

“ Oh, Leon’s great King ! 

To the Moor am I wedded, 

To him must I cling. 

Keep then thy bride-gifts, 
Brave children are mine, 
And a girdle as queenly, 

As aught that is thine !j” 

’T was thus that she answered, 
The falsehood she spoke ; 
Grenada the faithless, 

Thy pledges were broke ! 
Of the great Abencerrage, * 
The birthright was given 
To the Christian accursed; — 
’T was written in heaven ! 

No more shall the camel 
Bear on to the grave, 

By the lake’s quiet waters, 
Medina’s proud slave. 

Of the great Abencerrage, 

The birthright was given 
To the Christan accursed ; — 
’T was written in heaven ! 
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Oh, stately Alhambra ! 

Whose founts sparkle ever, — 
Oh, palace of Allah ! 

Oh, green flowing river ! 

Of the great Abencerrage, 

The birthright was given 
To the Christian accursed ; — 

'T was written in heaven ! 


&tan?as. 

Wilt thou not miss me when the morning breaketh 
O’er the blue waves of yonder sparkling sea ? 
Wilt thou not miss me when the green earth waketh 
To summer sunshine, and to breezes free ? 

Wilt thou not miss me when the noonday splendour 
Bathes the fair meadows in her golden light — 
And the bright river in a tone more tender, 

Murmurs his vows to flowerets blooming bright? 
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Wilt thou not miss me when the day declineth, 

And the pale moon looks queenly forth on high ; 
When through the ancient trees the low wind pineth, 
Telling its sorrows to the twilight sky ? 

Wilt thou not miss me when the midnight keepeth 
Her watch of silence o’er the homes of men ; 
When, hushed and calm, the earth in shadow sleepeth 
All toil, all bitterness, forgotten then ? 

It is a holy hour — and if there dwelleth, 

One thought of me within thy dreaming breast, 
Think that the night-breeze thus my message telleth : 
“ Weep not for her ! she sleeps, and is at rest ! ” 
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On a &cene fn (Sermanp, 

WHICH HAD SUFFERED MUCH DURINO THE WAR. 

And is there not one place too fair 

For man to cast some withering blight, 

And make the beauty breathing there, 

A glimpse of heaven from depths of night ! 
Is there no spot, where calm and still, 

Like waters in the sunbeams sleeping ; 

The tranquil heart may dream its fill, 

And eyes may gaze, and know not weeping ! 

The murmuring trees their shadows cast, 

The mossy turf lies cool below ; 

And evermore there glideth past, 

The brooklet, with its noiseless flow. 

The gentle flowers their pale blue eyes 
Lift pleading to the stranger’s gaze ; 

And high above, the cloudless skies 
Shine softly through the golden haze. 
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The breeze now sleeps on yonder height, 
Now stirs the sunny fields beneath ; 

And bids the river gleam more bright 
Before its pure, caressing breath. 

The white walled cities from afar 
Show dimly o’er the distant plain ; 

And fair in nearer prospect are 

The village homes, the holy fane. 

The shadow of the Cross falls clear 
Across the lonely path we tread ; 

The sacred sign, for ever dear, 

Where’er its blessed cause hath spread. 

The weary pilgrim here may rest, 

The penitent in peace may pray ; 

And own, within his world-worn breast, 

The sinner’s hope, the good man’s stay. 

Yet not in peace — where man hath trod, 

No stream of peace unchecked may flow ; 

The mercies of a pitying God 
May but a passing rest allow. 

And nature writes the golden word, 

And heaven asserts its sweet control ; 

While man, with tyrant passions stirred, 

Still chides it from the mourner’s soul. 
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FROM THE FRENCH OF BERANOER. 

All, Lady mine ! thou will grow old, 

And I shall be no more ; 

The fleeting years that time hath told 
Seem doubly counted o’er. 

Survive me ! but may painful age 
Still find tbee faithful unto me ; 

And an ancient dame, by the warm hearth flame, 
Repeat the songs I tuned to thee ! 

When men shall in that wrinkled face 
Seek for the charms that caught me ; 

And ask thee of thy youthful grace, 

And all the love it taught me, — 

Then paint thou, if thou canst, that love, 

Its fire, its pangs, its boyish glee ; 

And an ancient dame, by the warm hearth flame, 
Repeat the songs I tuned to thee ! 
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And when they ask thee — did’st thou love him? 

Unblushing say: “ I loved him ever.” 

Could aught to sin and falsehood move him ? 

With pride thou’lt answer: “ Never, never.” 
Oh, tell them that his lute was strung 
To love and joy in virtue’s key; 

And an ancient dame, by the warm hearth flame, 
Repeat the songs I tuned to thee ! 

Thus, dearest, thus, my passing fame, 

Shall cheer the griefs of aged hours ; 

And when around my portrait’s frame. 

Thy frail hand twineth spring-time flowers ; 
Then raise thine eyes to yon sweet skies, 

Where soon thy soul shall turn to me ; 

And an ancient dame, by the warm hearth flame, 
Repeat the songs I tuned to thee ! 
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If haply for a wreath of flowers, 

My hand hath twined the weeds ! 

And strayed from Tempe’s summer bowers 
To Thracia’s wintry meads ; 

Forgive me that a colder day 

Hath tuned my lute to sorrow ; 

Nor check me on my brightening way 
To sunnier fields to-morrow ! 

Think how one little word hath wrung 
A young and hopeful heart ; 

Think how an idle breath hath stung, 

Beyond the cure of art. 

Think how one little word hath given 
A hope too bright to fade, 

Like stars that light the arch of heaven, 

While earth is wrapped in shade. 


2 P 
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Ah! gently wield the power ye own 
To rule the poet’s fate ; 

No words may for the past atone 
When pity comes too late. 

Then frown not on my simple lays, 

But give the star whose light, 

Shall guide me through the sacred bays 
To Ida’s flowery height ! 


THE END. 
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1 Page 14. 

The scene of the legend of the “ Bride of Rheinstein," is one 
of the most strikingly beautiful on the Rhine. The white Gothic 
church of St. Clement, restored from its ruins by the gracious hand 
of a Princess of Prussia, still glimmers through the valley, below the 
decayed towers of Rheistein, Reichen, and the renovated walls which 
rung with music at the anticipated bridal of the heroine. The 
castle of Rheinstein, under the tasteful directions of Prince Fre- 
derick, has become a fairy model of an old baronial fortress, and the 
interior brings before the imagination a vivid picture of the days of 
Rhenish chavalry. 

* Page 17. 

Heinrich von Meissen is perhaps better known by a name which 
was once indeed heard from land to land, and which he is said to 
have richly earned, viz., “ Frauenlob,” or “ Praise the Ladies,” 
rather a singular title for a canon. He was borne to the tomb by 
eight ladies of distinction, and his simple monument is still to be 
seen in the cathedral of Mayence. 

3 Page 18. 

The remains of this ancient castle, stand on a high precipitous 
rock, nearly opposite the picturesque town of Andernach. 
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* Page 31. 

This poem is, I believe, the only one in which I have not 
hered to the original German construction. It is from Goethe; ; 
the metre is one not well adapted to the English language. It r 
as follows : — 

Welcher Unterblichen 
Soli der htichste Preis seyn ? 

Mit niemand streit’ ich, 

* Aber ich geb’ihn 

V • '&• Der ewig beweglichen, 

Immer neuen, 

Seltsamen Tochter Jovis, 

Seinem Schooskinde, 

* Der Phantasie. a * 

5 Page 49. 

This drinking song is especially meant to celebrate the honoui 
the wine called Ingelheimer, from the vineyards above Itudeshc 
which were much valued by Charlemagne, who first planted th 
The wine is of a rich ruby colour, and possesses more body t 
most of the Rhenish wines. 

6 Page 53. 

The kingly chair at Rhense, which stood in the centre of a sr 
building supported by pillars, was destroyed by the French about 
end of the last century. Three small stones in a field near the li 
village of the same name, mark its former site. It was here that 
deposition of the Emperor VVenceslaus was pronounced, and Ru] 
elected to fill his throne. 

7 Page 58. 

Kreuznach is on the Nalir. and now contains 9,000 inhabitants. 




Digitized by Google 


ADDITIONAL NOTES. 


221 


» • 


ADDITIONAL NOTES. 


1 Page 106. “ 

“ O thou all-eloquent, whose mighty mind 
Streams from the depth of ages on mankind, 

Streams like the day, — who angel-like, hast shed 
Thy full effulgence on the heavy head, 

Speaking in Cato’s venerable voice, 

1 Look up, and faint not — faint not, but rejoice !’” 

Human Life. 

Cicero, says a note to the poem above quoted, has not enumerated 
the society of women and children among the comforts of old age ; and 
Milton found greater happiness in the anticipation of the love and re- 
J verence of future ages, than in the capricious affection of the living. 

* Page 128. 

% 

“ Richard II., the son of Edward, Prince of Wales, commonly 
called the Black Prince, succeeded Edward III., his grandfather, in 
1377. In his minority, he displayed remarkable promptitude in 
quelling the dangerous insurrection, headed by Wat Tyler, in Smith- 
field. When that insurgent was slain by Walworth, mayor of 
London, the young king, then about fifteen years of age, rode up to 
the irrtiated assembly, and said: “ Follow your king, 1 will be your 
leader, and redress your grievances.” The people, struck with 
astonishment, obeyed the command, and dispersed quietly to their 
I homes.’ ’ — Vide English History. 
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3 Page 132. 

These verses were suggested by the melancholy fate of Profe 
Stiiwitz, a Norwegian. He went out to Newfoundland for the 
pose of making some researches in botany and geology ; which 
been confided to him by a celebrated northern society. Before 
task was completed his constitution, always delicate, yielded tc 
severity of the climate ; and after lingering through a dr 
winter, he expired in the spring of 1842. His medical atten 
watched over him with unceasing kindness ; but the last acc 
he heard, were those of a stranger tongue, and the circumstance 
his long illness were peculiarly affecting. 

4 Page 160 

“ Where the king toke displeasure, she would mitigate and 
pease his mind : where men were out of favour, shee would b 
them in his grace \ for many, that had highly offended, shee 
tained pardon : of great forfeitures shee got men remission : 
finally, in many weighty sutes shee stode many men in gret st 
I doubt not some shal think this woman too sleight a thing to 
written of, and set among the remembrances of great matters: wl 
thei shal specially think, that happely shal esteme her only by 
thei now see her. But me seemeth the chaunce so much the n 
worthy to be remembered, in how much she is now in the n 
beggarly condition, unfounded and worne out of acquaintance, t 
goode substance, after as grete favour with the prince, after as g 
suite and seeking to with al those, that in those days had busines 
spede, as- many other men were in those times, which be i 
famous only by the infamy of their il deeds. Her doinges were 
much lesse, albeit thei be much lesse remembered because thei v 
not so evil. For men use, if thei have an evil turne, to write i 
marble; and whoso doth us a good turne, we write it in duste."— 
Thomas Moore's History. 

' s Page 170. 

The meeting was very painful, and he had to encounter tt 
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entreaties, and even threats. The scene which took place was heart- i 
rending, and he could only put an end to it by abruptly resuming his 
journey, on foot. Though without clothes or money, worn out with ' 
fatigue and anxiety, his courage did not forsake him, and by his per- 
severance at this early stage of his life, he already gave proof of that 
energy of purpose, which in after life, yielded to no obstacles. Many 
years elapsed ere he returned to Sarre Louis. Fortune had then 
rewarded his courage with high rank and honours When he again 
visited his birth-place, the cannon roared, and the troops were under 
arms. The inhabitants of Sarre Louis ran in crowds to behold their 
illustrious townsman. Marshal Ney, on perceiving the road over 
which, thirteen years before, he had travelled on foot to become a 
soldier, related with emotion to the officers who surrounded him, the 
history of his first departure from his family. Marshal Ney’s father 
died a few years since. He loved his son with tenderness and 
respect. Though a man of great physical strength, it was feared that 
a knowledge of the events of 1815, might prove fatal to him. He 
was therefore kept in ignorance of them, but the mourning dress of 
his daughter, with whom he lived, and of her children, convinced 
him that some great family misfortune had happened. He dared not 
ask what it was ; but from that period he fell into a gloomy melan- 
choly, and but seldom pronounced his son’s name. His death 
occurred in 1826 .”— Life of Marshal Ney. 

6 Page 210. 

“ Lorsqu’on sort de Tunis, par la porte qui conduit aux ruines de 
Carthage, on trouve un cimetiSre sous un palmier ; dans un coin de ce 
cimetigre, on m’ a montre un tombeau qu'on appelle le tombeau du 
dernier Abencerrage. II n’a rien de remarquable: la pierre sepul- 
chrale en est touteunie : settlement, d’aprfcs une coutume des Maures j 
on a creusfe au milieu de cette pierre un 16ger enforcement avec le 
ciseau. L’ eau de la pluie se rassemble au fond de cette coupe fun£bre 
et sert, dans un climat brftlant, A desalterer 1’oiseau du ciel.” — 
Chdteaubriand. 
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ERRATA. 

Page 2, line 10— For “fawn,” read “Faun.” 

Page 16, line 19— For “ nothing a golden harp,” read " nothing but a golden 
harp.” 

Page 219, line 5— For “Reisten Reichen,” read “ Reiehenstein.” 
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